* 4 * 5 
N go of Ls 3 
We mnt wb M3 * 5 I * : * 
* 5 93 1 2 
7. 5 


«a 
17 
* we 
4 x 
* 1 
44 4 2 . * 
o 
* 


W * 6 *« 
1 * * . 1 : 


. 
= * 
. 
* d ; _ 
* 


* 4 * 5 
N go of Ls 3 
We mnt wb M3 * 5 I * : * 
* 5 93 1 2 
7. 5 


«a 
17 
* we 
4 x 
* 1 
44 4 2 . * 
o 
* 


W * 6 *« 
1 * * . 1 : 


. 
= * 
. 
* d ; _ 
* 


Dig e 0 2 


*. 


. ”7 % 


£ 


FL FFF 


—ů 


* EN. be Kauf 2 ia A His 


# ; 2 5 
LIL Ae 


- 0 4 * 
9 # * 4 £ PEE — # $ 
\ ' _— * 2 p — ; | 1 2 1 5 
2 * 2 24 £4 4 , ' & s CZF - Fe - 


| Fl | — . | FF f 
yp 3 „„ 1 
oof 1106 ee, Lu, On U 


as 5 1 K 7 2 


— 
* 


Aru Before. He Sorel 


P 
1 


0 


* 


© 


Fromtis piece -: 


. 
. 
To 


Wl 


f v3 
We WIS 
* 
48 „ 
M BY F * "(Wn 4 
1 Al 1 Pl 
1, 


„ 
IH 5 


i 7 al, 7 A 
77 77 


) f "Wl" 


5 


1 
6 "ul 


. %. 


3 


> 
r F 
— 


— 


* — * ” 
£ 
n— 


3 


5 M A 8 Q U E: 


A new and ſelect COLLECTION of the beſt 
ENGLISH, SCOTCH, and IRISH SONGS, 
CATCHES, DUETS, and CANTATAS ; 

In the true SPIRIT and Tas Te of the Three different Nations, 


Collected from all the numerous Books of this Kind that have. been 
publiſhed, from the firſt Appearance of ſuch Works to the preſent 


Time; including every celebrated SoNG that has been ſung at the - 


PusBr1c GARrDENs and THEATRES, either the laſt or any 
preceding Seaſon, 


With a great Number of VaLuaBLE ORIGINALS. 


Being an Attempt to improve upon others in the true Spirit of 
Socrar. Miz TH and Goop FExLtowsKly, Without forgetting 
the Reſpect that is due to the PuBL ic. 


To which is added, 
A complete Cor LEON of the"'various TOASTS, 
SENTIMENTS, and HOB NOBS, now in vogue, 


ANzw EpiT1on, with great ApDITIOxs. 


b Nor ſhun, my Soul! the genial Bowl, 


Where Mirth, Good-nature, Spirit flow; 
Ingredients theſe, above to pleaſe 
The laughing Gods, the Wiſe below. YouNG, 


LON PO N: 


Printed for RicnAxůson and UA GuART, under 


the Royal Exchange. 
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XXL7ITHOU T- entering into a learned 
x diſquiſition upon Muſic, the Editor 
of this performance thinks it incunibent on 
him to give ſome reaſons for lay ing this col- 

lection at preſent before the Public, at a 
time that Song Books in general are held in 
but ſmall eſteem; as there are more bad 
compilations of the kind than there are 
good voices. eino | 


Few, if any, publications of this nature, 
extant, appear to have fallen to the lot of 
perſons in the leaſt acquainted with the buſi- 
neſs they engaged in: a promiſcuous jumble, 
without choice or ſelection, to fill a certain 

2 num 
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number of pages, ſeems to have been the 

only object they have hitherto had in view; 

and whilſt in general they excluded decency, 
they alſo laid aſide nd judgment. 


; Amongſt all the various Song Books that 
have fallen under our inſpection, we have 
not met with one but what has been totally 
defective as to conſiſtency; and in blend- 
ing a ſtrange aſſemblage of airs together, 
thereby endeavouring to ſuit every taſte, they 


ablolutcly. ſuit none. 


The erer of our predeceſſors have ſerved 
us as beacons to avoid thoſe ſhoals on which 
they have ſplit; and, by ſteering a different 
courſe, we hope to meet a different fate. To 
this end, it was judged neceſſary to cull a 
Collection of Songs that were not incon- 
gruous, and which might come under the 
denomination of the ſocial and convivial; 
and in the purſuit of this taſt we have had 
recourſe, at ſome expence, to all the Engliſh 
Song Books, ancient and modern, publiſhed 
in the three kingdoms, that might furniſh 
any materials for the accompliſhment of our 


plan, 


In the proſecution of our deſign we have 
allo had an cye to decency and decorum, 
10 „ 1 01: 00/7215} 10 901040 300 
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which ſhould never be entirely baniſhed from 
the moſt jovial company; and though we 
ſhould be very ſorry that the ſpirits of the 
purchaſer ſhould flag, or that he ſhould be 
any way diſappointed, the only conſolation 
we cam give him, if he ſhould expect more 
luſcious harmony than we propoſe intro- 
ducing, is, that ſome ſituations are much 
better conceived than deſcribed. 


In the courſe of our taſk we had, doubt- 
leſs, much more to reject than adopt, having 
preſerved none but what were either elegant 
in themſelves, or admired for their muſic. 
Thoſe of modern date are ſelected from the 
moſt approved Engliſh poets and compoſers. 
The ſtage has, in this reſpect, been our great- 
eſt ſource; as our Operas and Maſques have 
of late excelled any foreign productions of 
the kind. Nor have the favourite airs ſung 
at the Public Gardens eſcaped our attention. 

A great number are allo new, having never 
before appeared in print, interſperſed in 
the work without order or connect ion; 
and others are corrected from the errors 
of ſpurious publications, with additions 
not to be met with in any other book. 
No pains have been ſpared to render this 


publication as complete as poſſible, and it 
a a 3 was 
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was therefore judged, that a Collection of 
Toaſts, Sentiments, and Hob-Nobs, ſuited 


1 10 all taſtes, and fit for all companies, would 


be no improper ſupplement. 


if we have improved upon the plans of 
our predeceſſors, by a more judicious ſelec- 
tion of our materials; if we have been able 
to furniſh ſome novelty to gratify the cu- 
rioſity of the reader; if the Bon Vivant and 
the Choice Spirit will teſtify their applauſe 
by the exertion of their riſible muſcles, we 
all think our aſſiduity and attention fully 
recompenſed, and that the Public in general 
will not be dee with the Ferre of 
our un. 


THE 


1 R | | 
IN o 08 
A. rage 


ND did you not hear of a jolly young wwaterman 2 
A down on Banna's banks I firay'd, one evening in 
a May — — * 3 
As landlady Dobbins, a Whitfieldite pure — 20 


As Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring — 24 
As tinketing Tom the fireets his trade did cry — 48 - 
Are ye landed from England, and fick of the ſeas 55 
Ae if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet — — 56 
A taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret — 60 

Af me not how calmly I _ — — 73 

y 4 damfel, Pm told _ — — ib, 
A very pretty fancy, a brave gallanta [owe — 75 
A curſe attend that woman's love 7 
A trifiing ſong you ſhall bear — — 77 
A cobler there wwas, and he liv'd in a ſtall — 78 
Ariſe, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown'd — 80 

— ib. 


As ent forth to wiew the ſpring — 
© 4 plague of thoſe wenches ! they make ſuch a pother 122 
, Chloe came into the room t other day — 
At Totterdown-hill there dabelt an old pair — 
A nymph there lives, whom many a ſwain — 
{* Away to the ficld, ſee the morning luoks grey — 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives — — 195 
All in the Downs our fleet was moor d — 
A maſon's daughter, fair and young _ 
A, Damon fray'd through yonder grove — 
As long as our coaſt goth with wwhitene/s appear — 


[. 


A ſoldier and a ſailor, a tinker and a tay uur — 


awful hero, Marlbro', riſe | 
At Wincheſter there wwas a wweddin — 
D 4s lering black-ey'd playhouſe S! — — 

B+ As Wit, Fohe, and Humour together avere ſat 

At the fign of the Hirſe, old Spintext of courſe 

As now my bloom comes en apace _ — 
-&- Ariadne one morning to Theſeus was turning — 
Abe mind is diſturb'd, or the heart is at eaſe 


B. 
Bright was the moring, cool a as the air — 82 
Ay the mould of your bubbies fo round and fo*white 83 
By, curious, thirfly fly. 84 
-Q- By the gaily circling glaſs — — ib. 
Bleft as the immortal gods is he — 85 
Bid me, auben forty winters more _ — 127 
By my fig bs you may diſcover — — 14 
Blab not what you ought to ſmother —_— 173 
Bacchus, Jove's deli; h1ful boy — — 205 
Bebold, from many a hoſtile ore —— 213 
By maſon's art th* af iring dome — — 215 
Behold, in à lodge we dear brethren are met — 218 
Bacchus one day, gaiiy flriding _ — 239 


. Brother bucks, all attend to the theme I ſhall ſug 253 
By Chreeſht and St. Patrick, going home late laſt night 


256 - 


Blow, ye bleak winds — — 326 
Beauing, belling, dancing, drinking — 331 
Believe ny fighs, my tears, my dear — — 338 


Bra Jone Bute was @ Bonny muckle man — 251 
C. 
. Come, thou roſy dimpled bey —— 4 


Come, cheer up, my lads, "tis to glory are fleor == 28 
= Come, 


6 


Lis 1 


Comp, joily Bacchus, god of wine — — 3? 


> Come, my bucks, let to-night be devated to drinking 62 


Contented I am, and contented Til be — 67 
Can love be controul'd by advice — — 85 
Come all ye young lovers, who, wan with deſpair ib. 
Come. let us prepare — — 87 
Cupid, god of ſoft per ſua ſion 121 
Cali, my lowe, thine eyes around _ — 13 
” Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks wwe muſt ſhear 
150 
Come, rouze, brother port ſinen, the hunters all cry 190 
Calm was the even, and clear was the fey — 212 
Come, come, ye choice ſpirits, together reſort — 230 
Come, liften to ne, and PI tell you news — 234 
Come here, we're all fovial and happy — 206 
Cold winter, qwith an icy face — — 287 


© 


Come, Roger, and Ii ten to where: I have been 313 


X; Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſtering railer— 338 


D. 

Diogenes, Surly and proud | _ — 8 
Dear Molly, 1 loue you, 1 Hope there's m harm in that 

30 
Deſpairiag beſide a clear ſtream — — 
Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet hiſs  — 46 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair — — 52 
Dear Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure — 8x 


Do you hear, brother por l men, the found of the horn 190 


Dear Tom, this brown jug that now foams with mild 


ale 


1 2 LOIIEN 295 
E. 
Ere Phœbus Hall prep on the freſo-budding flow'r 289 


b z #4 B 


3 
Fair Hebe 7 leſt with a cautious d:ifin — 28 


Fair Kitty, beautiful and young 
From the min whom I love, tho" my heart I diſeuiſe 50 


Fly care to the winds, thus I blow thee away _ 90 
Fair Iris 1 love, and I hourly die —— 91 
Forth from my dark and diſmal cell — — ib. 
Free from confinement and ſtrife — 93 


de Farewell Ianthe, faithleſs maid — — 
Fly fwiftly ye minutes, till Comus receives — 185 


& Forgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong — c 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh grief —— 236 
; Fling away ambition's toys a — 26 3 


From plowing the ocean, and thraſing Monſieur 283 
Farewell to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean 308 


| G. | 

Go, tuneful bird, that glad'ft the flies — 16 

Guardian angels now protect me — — 93 

Go roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace — — 94 

Cay Damon /ong Hud d my heart to obtain — 154 
| H. 

Here's to the maid of baſhful fifteen — — 1 

Had I a heart for faljhoud fram d — 5 

d Hew-oft, Louiſa, haſt rbou Jaid _ — 6 

Hoa little do the landſmen know — 55 

Iloæo gentle was my Damon's air — 95 


Hail, Windſor, crown d with lofty toww'rs — 
Hail, Greenwich, crown d with avert delight — 96 
Happy hours, all hours excelling — wid 


He comes, he comes, the hero comes 98 
Hail, maſonry, thou craft divine — — ib. 
Hark, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale 99 
*% Hark! the bonny Chriſt Church 6/8 — 109 


— 


A 77 — 


He that will not merry, merry be — — 100 
1 How brimful of nothing's the life of a beau — to 
How happy a flate does the miller poſſeſs — 102 
How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes. — — 103 
How happy s the love which meets return — 115 


Hark! tis I, your own true lover 188 
Hart] the horn calls us away = = _ 193 
How glorious their wirtue, who nobly contrive 220 
+ Hark ! hark! the jay-inſpiring horn _ 232 
Bark! away ! lis the merry ton d born — 296 
Hail! England, Old England, for glory renoaun d 299 
How blithe was I each morn to ſee 323 


How bleft has my time been, what days l 1 known 324 
How flands the glaſs around = — 254 


I. 
If truth can fix thy wav ring heart — — 18 
In flory were told — 23 
I made love to Kate, long Lgb'd for ſhe — 25: 
It is, I believe — — 34 
In April, when primraſes paint the ſweet plain 38 
In love ſhould there meet a fond pair — 52 
! Jam in truth | — 104 
j I bave been in love, and in debt, and in drink 105 
love thee, by heavens, I cannot ſay more — 106. 
1F 1 live to grow old, as I find I go down — 107 
I gold could ling tben life, I ub a r — — 108 
EF wine be a cordial, why does it torment — ib. 
In good king Charles's golden days — JO 
(3 In ſpite of lowe, at len tb I find — — 17 
Jolly mortals, fil! your glaſſes — 112 
In infancy our hopes and fear. — — 123 
F ober the cruel tyrant love ib. 
N+ If lowe's a fweet paſſion, how can it torment 128 
1 feek not at nce in a femal: to find _. — 142 
In a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 157 


I marry'd, and happy; with wonder hear this 179 
| b 3 * 


[ xii ] 


In all the ſex ſome charms I find w_ 
In grains harmonious ſound the lay — 
In vain do poets flrive to fing — 
In whimſical lays — 
In days of yore, «when on the plain _ 
E the heart of a man is depreſs d with cares 
In pennance for paſt folly — 

& Tohn Anderſon, n Jo, John — 
I'm a hole that's too narrow when firſt I am try 
If Cer I ſhould learn the feet leſſon of love 


44114 


* 


1. 


Let's be jowial, fill your glaſſes — 
et ſoldiers fight fer pay er praiſe —— 
*% Lowe's à gentle, gen rous paſſion — 

Let the grave and the gag — 
Life's a garden, rich in treaſure em 
2 Let not rage thy boſom firing — | 

Let the nymph flill avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain 

Let maſonry be now my theme — 

Leave off this idle pruting — 

Life is chequer'd—tail and pleaſure 

Let gay ones and great 

Lewe never more foall give me pain 


[43-41 


M. 


My foger laddie is over the ſea — 
My deareſt life, awere you my wife 
My fong, firs, exciſe 
My dog and miſtreſs are both of a kind 
My temples with cluſters of grapes Pl intwine 
X My days have been fo wondrous free 
My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleft 
My banks are all furniſb'd with bees 
My feet pretty Mogg, you're as ſeft as a bog 
My name Thady Carty, I don't care who knows it 
; 2 
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xii ] 
N. 


Nox pride uſurps each female heart 


O, 


Of all Rates in life ſo various 
On the white cliffs of Albion, fee Fame, 
Hands : 
Oons ! neighbour ne er bluſh for a trifle like this 
Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt 
O Sandy! why lat thou thy Nelly to mourn 
Once more PI] tune the vocal ſhell 
O Beſſy Bell and Mary Grey 
Oh! had I been by fate decreed 
Oh! how ſhall I in language Tweak * 
On, on, my dear brethren, purſue the good lecture 
O greedy Midas, Fe been told 
One evening Good Humour took Wit as his gueſt 
One ſumme-'s eve, as Strephon rov'd 
On a bank of fuers, in a ſummer day 
- Ob! the time that is paſt | 
Od bards have ſung how they could boaff 
O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and bare 330 


O thou that glad'ft my longſome hours 


— — 


—ͤ— — 


{- Near the fide of a pond, at the fort of a hill 

ls Now Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars 
Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 
Nature gave all creatures arms 
No nymph that trips the werdant plain 
Nanny bluſhes when I woo her 


N— — 


No Junger let whimſical ſongſters compare 
(2 Not far from town a country *ſquire 


— 
— (ö L—m——i 


A 


—— 
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— 

— 


301 


345 


r. 
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| Page 
Phe! pox of this nonſenſe I prithee give o'er — 22 
Pub about the briſe bow!, tauill enliven the heart 140 


S Phyllis, as her wine be /ipp'din — — 247 
Phyllis, tbe faireſt of loves obe- — 258 
ths 
Reſolv'd, as ber poet, of Celia to fing — 29 
Rail no more, ye learned a, — — 325 
8. 
Say, little fooliſh fluttering thing _ _ 6 
% Shepherds I have loft my love — —— 7 
Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake — — 19 
O Sure a loſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen 45 
See the conquering hero comes — — 128 
X Sure Sally is the lowelieft laſs — — 138 : 
Sick of the toaun, fair Delia flew — — 145 


Sit round my brave boys, and affiſt a bad voice 163 
Since wwedlock's in vogue, and flale virgins deſpis'd 199 


She tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree — 229 
Since there's ſo ſmall diff *rence "twixt drowning and 
drinking — — — ib. 


Since pleaſure's in faſbion, and life's but à jeſ — 231 
Some coblers turn poets to ſerve their great friends 264 


Since laaus are made for ev'ry degree: — — 
Still in hopes to get the better — — 288 
Since loft to peace of mind ſerene — — 286. 
Save women and wint, there's nothing in liſ- — 398 
Sylvia, on her arm reclining © _ — 311 
Since artiſſt, who. fue for the trophies of fame — 344 
T. 


Th man has long 3 fled an abſolute ſcuay — 
The lowland lad bi. they are fine — — 15 
To fair Fidele's graſſy tomb — — 


mY 


„ 


We The heauy hours are almoſt paſt — 
'-& The echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad 
O Tho' ſages have wrangled with envy and ſirife 
be world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit 
The lilits of France, and the brave Engliſh ro/e 
That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride 


[11] 


To the ſons of true humour this bil:et's addreſs'd — 


Tho* love you, yet think not my judgment ſo weak 
O The ſportſman may boaſt of his well ſcented hound 
pe jan from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 


Tho". my features, Pm told — — 


There was a jolly miller once — — 
The virgin when foften'd by May — — 
*Tavas at the gates of Calais, Hogarth tells — 
© To eaſe his heart, and own his flame — 
The breed came forth frae the barn — — 
he women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs — 
The nymph that 1 lov'd was as chearful as day 
To you that are lovers theſe lines I addreſs — 
O' This world is a flage — — — 
T he gaudy tuli> fruellt with pride — — 
*$: The wicked wits, as fancy hits, all ſatirize the fair 
The laſs of Peaty's mill — — 
70 Handel's plea/ing notes, as Chloe ſung — 
Through all the employments of life — — 
O-The whiſtling plowman hails the bluſping dawn 
T he weſtern ſky wwas purpled oer — — 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long — 


Though Aultria and Ruſſia, Fragte, Flanders, 
Pruſſia —— — — 
'Tis maſonry unites mankind — _ 
Tharſday in the morn, the nineteenth of May — 
Tis wwoman that ſeduces all mankind — 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown — 


The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met 
Thus I fand, likc a Turk, with my doxies around 
1 *other day as I ſat in the ſycamore ſhade | 
The feſtiue board was met, the ſocial band 


[ ai } 


Page 
Fo think on one's follies, ſometimes, is but right — — 
Tom Ramble, a rake of right catholic hope — 305 
The filver moon's enamour'd beam — — 312 
The gentle ſwan, with graceful pride — 318 

| Thepride of all nature <vas ſweet Willy o — 321 

The laſt time I auent to the fuir — — 322 
The bird that hears her neſilings cry — — 329 
Tawa when the ſeas were roaring — — 346 


V. 


Virgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſlirs — 


W. 


White the lads of the village ſhall merrily ab 
When the trees were all bare not à leaf to be ſeen 
. . While gentigfolis ffrut in their ſiluer and ſattins 
g When tutor'd by mother, ſhe oftentimes ſaid — 
When Orpheus went down to the regions below 
When all the Attic fire was fled — — 
When late I wander d oer the plain — — 
Where's my ſwain, ſo blithe and clever — 
When ſnow deſcends, and robes the fields — 
When Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and miri 
When Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 
I ben youth mature to manhood grew — 
Wherever I'm going, and all the day long — 
When Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn — 
-& With woman and vine | defy e ry care — 
When a maid, in way of marriage — 
ben Britain firft, at Heav'ns command — 
Well met. pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young ſabain 
With ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen are /een 
While Whitf—d and W—1y, with cant and parade 
O When firft I ſaw my fair in bed — 
I ben trees did bud, and fields were green — 


1 7 


O Fat mean you, Shon Engliſh, you make dis great poder 224 


160 
162 
11 


l her: 


L xvii |] 


; Page 
Fhere ſpall Celia fly for ſhelter — — 1 — 
Why hea ves my fend boſom ? ah! what can it mean 181 
IWhen daiſies py d, and wiolets blue — — 187 
With early horn ſalute the morn — — 188 
When I drain the roſy bowl — — 191 


HM hea I war a young one, what girl was like me 192 
IV ho has &er been at Baldock muſt needs know the mill 196 
Mould yau tafte the noon-tide air — — 1908 
I/ hen I enter'd my teens, and threw play things afide 208 
We brethren, free maſons, let's mark the great name 216 
IWhen I follhw'd a laſs that was froward and S 224 
What a noiſe has there been, wwhat a great conflernation 233 
hen Fan ny T Jaw, as foe tripp'd o'er the green 239 
With horns and with hounds I awaken the day — 241 

ould you have a young virgin of fifteen years 257 


When you meet a tender creature — — 285 
When heart and head are crack'd with care — 295 
Wine, wine, wwe allow the hriſe fountain of mirth 297 
bes mighty roaft beef was the Engliſhman's food 3 10 
Warm and wanton one night by her huſband's dull fide 3 15 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe 317 
Welcome, welcome, brother debtor 348 


When innocent paflime our pleaſure did crown — 349 


| 
Le gods, ye gave to me a wiſe — — 32 
Te fair married dames, who jo often deplore — 36 
Te bucks, far and near, to my ſonnet give ear 63 


Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex — 141 
Young Colin proteſts Pm his joy and delight — 148 
Te national ſchemers, a while give me leave — 159 


e well-choſe Choice Spirits who blazon this throng 164 


Ye fair, pofſeſs'd of ev*ry charm — 180 
Yes, P'm in love, I feel it now — 197 
Young J am, and fore afraid —— — 200 


Young Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill 


| g [L xvii -] 

q Young Colin, fiſhing near the mill — 

Ze medley of mortals who make up this throng 
Ye ſhepherds and nymphs, that adorn the gay plain 
Ze belles, and ye firts, and ye pert little things 
Ze ſons of the bottle, attend to my muſe _ 269 

* Ye mortals, whim trouble and Jjorrow attend 274 

Ye wirgins attend — — — 273 

5 Ye jwains who roam from fair to fair — 

Ze reh fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice — 278 


Youth*s the ſeaſon made for joy — 281 
Young Jockey is the blitbeſt lad — 9 

Ye Warwickſhire /ads and ye laſſes —— 320 
Nie fair, who ſhine thro' Britain's ie — 328 
Young Arabella, mama's care — — 350 
-- 7: jelly true blues of the main — — 352 


A CO L- 


COLLTECTTON 
O F 


S ON GS. 


SONG 1. In the Scuol rox ScanDaLl. 


ERE's to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
Ard here's to the houſewife that's thrifty, 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glafs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here is to her that's but one, Sir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 
A Here's 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, . 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 

And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry, 
: Let the toaſt paſs, Kc. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, - 
Young, or ancient, I care not a feather 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toaſt them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I-warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


— 
— nnn. 


E 


SONG 2. In the WaTERMAN. 


ND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman⸗ 
Who at Black-friars bridge us'd for to ply ? 

He feather'd his oars with ſuch {kill and dexterity, 

Winning each heart, and delighting each eye : 
He look'd ſo neat, and row'd ſo ſteadily, 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat ſo readily ; 
And he ey'd the young rogues with ſo charming an air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare, 


What ſights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry, 
Twas clean'd out ſo neat, and ſo painted withal! 

He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladies, 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall, 

And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering, 

But 'twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering ; 

Fo loving, or liking, he little did care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen ; 
As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lovely and charming, 


That fhe ſmil'd, and ſo ſtraightway in love he did 5 
| n 


2 
And would this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 
He'd wed her to-night, before it was morrow : 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd, and never in want of a fare ? 


— 


SONG 3. GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 
| An Triſh Air. 


S down on Banna's banks I ſtray'd, one ev'ning in 
May, 
The little birds, in blytheſt notes, made vocal ev'ry lay : : 
They ſung their little tales of love, they ſung them o'er 
and ober. 
Ah! gramachree, ma cholleenouge, ma Molly aſhtore ! 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets the dawn of x nature 
yields, | 

The primroſe pale, and vi'let BEL lay ſcatter'd o'er the 
fields; 

Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom I adore. 

Ah! gramachree, &c, 


I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my ſad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel Molly's 
hate ; | 

How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her in it's 
core ? 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear: Ah! why did I 

believe? | 

Yet who could think ſuch tender words were meant but to 
deceive? 

That love was all I aſk'd on earth, nay, Heav'n could 

give no more. 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 

| | A 2 O! 
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O] had Tall the flocks that graze on yonder yellow hill, 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon green paſ- - 
a ture fill; 

With her Ilove, I'd gladly ſhare my kine and fleecy ſtore. 

Ah! gramachree, &c. | 


. Two turtle-doves, above my head, ſat courting on 2 


bough, 
F envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them bill and coo ; 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd, but now, alas! 'tis 
o'er, 


Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy lofs I e'er ſhall 

. mourn; _ | 

While _ remains in Strephon's heart, *twill beat for thee 
alone; | 

Tho' thou art falſe, may Heav'n on thee it's choiceſt 

| bleſſings pour, 5 

Ah! gramachree, ma colleenouge, ma Molly aſhtore ! 


—_——__ 
= — _ not 


„ 


SONG 4. 


FNOME, thou roſy dimpled boy, 
Source of ev'ry heart-felt joy; 

Leave the bliſsful bow'rs awhile, 

Paphos, and the Cyprian iſle; 

Viſit Britain's rocky ſhore, 

Britons, too, thy. pow'r adore; 

Britons, hardy, bold and free, 

Own thy laws, and yield to thee :; 

Source of ev'ry heart-felt joy, 

Come, thou roſy dimpled boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte way, : 
This is thine and Hymen's dayz 


3 


Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 

Bid her for love's rights prepare; 

Let the nymphs, with many a flower, 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r, 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen, too, be there: 
This is thine and Hymen's day 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 


Only while we love we live, 

Love alone can pleaſure give; 
Pow'r, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 
Idle pageants of the great; 

Crawns and ſceptres, envy'd things, 
And the pride of Eaſtern kings, 
Are but childiſh, empty toys, 

When compar'd to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give; 

Only while we love we live. 


SONG 5. In the DuERxNA. 


AD I a heart for falſhood fram'd, 
I ne'er could injure you : 
For tho? your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Your charms would make me true, 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong: 

But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the yonng. 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 
They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 


And act a brother's part, 
A 3 Then 


„ 
Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong: 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


* 


SONG 6. In the DuENNA. 


OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid, | 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſown) 
Thou would'ſt not loſe Anthonio's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind ! 
And by that hand I preſs'd to mine! 
To gain a ſubje& nation's love, 
I ſwear I would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſovl, can we be poor, 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy ! 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 

And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs, 


And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And I'll take kingdoms back from thine, 


SONG. 7. In the PapTocx. 


AY, little fooliſh, fluttring thing, 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight? 
Stay here and ſing, 
Your miſtreſs to delight, 
2 


7. '1 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go! 
Where, you wanton, could you be 
Half 10 happy as with me? 


SONGS. 


A HEPHERDS, I have loſt my love, 
1 Have you ſeen my Anna? 
Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove 
Upon the banks of Banna.. 
I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain ; 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook,. 
Greenwood ſhade, and fountain.. 


Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning; 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning, 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
Shepherds, tell me whither ? 
Ah! woe for me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever, and for ever, 


— ꝶ6—— — 


SONG 9. la the Quart, 


HILE the lads of the village ſhall merrily ah! 
Sound the tabors, I'Il hand thee along; 
And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, &c. 


Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won the dow'r; 
With his mates ſhall the ſports have begun, 2 


1 1 
When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from each bowr', 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one. | 
While the lads &c, ; 


Thoſe joys which are lune what mortal can blame? 
' Tis my maxim, that youth ſhould be fre 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are the ſame, 
Believe me, thou'lt preſently ſee, 
While the lads, &c, 


SONG 1o. The Ttrrrrte PHILOSOPHERS, 


IOGENES, ſurly and proud, 

Who ſaarl'd at the Macedon: youth,” 
Delighted in wine that was good, — 
Becauſe in good wine there was truth;  - 
But growing as poor as a Job, 

Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manfion a tub, 
And lid by the ſcent of the caſk, 


Heraclitus ne'er would deny 
A bumper to cheriſh his heart, 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart : 
Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at men's folly and vice; 5. 
| *T was only his cuſtom to drink, 
3 Till the liquor flow d out of his eyes. 


Demoeritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his foul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl ; 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff; 3 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe 
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Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 
Good laws unto Athens of old, 
And thought the rich Crœſus a ſlave 
(Tho? a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls, 
But drinking much talk would decline, 
Becauſe was the cuſtom of fools, 
To praitle much over their wine. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
Tilh a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 
Who in's cups to the oracles went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe: 
Late hours he moſt certainly loy'd, 
Made wine the delight of his life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable ſcold of a wife. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor'd the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 
And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good, 
To the laſt, {we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his bath with his blood, 
So fancy'd he dy'd in his claret. 


Pythagoras did ſilence enjoin 
On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeek ; 
Becauſe he tippled good wine 

Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak; 

And when he was whimſical grown 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 

By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 
He conceiv'd tranſmigration of ſouls, 


[ 10 ] 
Copernicus too, like the reſt, 

Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of the beſt 

Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, 

And made his philofophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 

Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 
— Had been but a dunee without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts 
Is due to the juice of the vine; 
His belly, moſt writers agree, 
Was as big as a watering-trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


When Pyrrho has taken a glaſs, 
He ſaw that no object appear d 
Exactly the ſame as it was 
Before he had liquor'd his: beard: 
For things running round in his drink, 
Which ſober he motionleſs found, 
Occaſion'd the ſceptic to think 
There was nothing of truth to be found. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 

He fondly to wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine, 

His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 

It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 


SONG 
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SONG 11. Down THE ova Davy, Lovz. 


A favourite Scotch Song, ſung at Vauxhall, 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free : 
Gang down the burn Davy, love, 
And I will follow. thee. 


Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs, \ 
That dwelt on this burn ſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; 

Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 


Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her een was bonny blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew ; 

Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 


As fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Strait to the kirk he led her, 

There plighted her his faith and truth, 
And a bonny bride he made her; 

No more aſham'd to own her love, 

Or ſpeak her mind thus free, 

{ang down the burn Davy, lave, 
And I will follow thee. 


SONG 


SONG 12. FEMALE L1BERTY REOAIN'p. 


A favourite Song. Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. BEWST ER. 


H O' man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
While woman's hard fate was love, honour; obey ; 
At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 
And the lords of creation muſt pall in their horns ; 
For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 
When huſband's are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


L 
t 
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Away with your doubts, your ſurmiſes, and fears, 

*Tis Venus beats up for her gay volunteers; 

Enliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 

And make of your huſbands what creatures you pleaſe : 
To arms then, ye fair ones, and let the world ſee, 
When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free, 


The rights of your ſex wou'd you e'er ſee reſtor'd, 

' Your tongues ſhou'd be us'd as a two-edged {word ;* 
'That ear-piercing weapon each huſhand muſt dread, 
Who thinks on the marks you may place on his head : 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, | 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


* 
PPP 
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No more ſhall the wife, all meek as a lamb, 

Be ſubje& to, Zounds, do you know who am; 

Domeſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

When women take courage to govern the men; 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world ſee, 

Tho' buſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 
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[13] 
SONG 13. Dauo and FLoreLLa, 


A Dialogue. Sung in the SoxctreR, 


He. AS T, my love, thine eyes around, 
See che ſportive lambł ins play ; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to t by ſoothing tale, 
And thy fofe perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale : 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He, Not the verdure of the grove, 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Nor the meads, where lover's rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 


She, Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


Both. Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay, 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love, 
B SONG 


| 
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SONG 14. Muſic by Mr. Bacn. 
Sung by Mrs. WE1CHsELL at Vauxhall. 


Y my ſighs you may diſcover, 
B What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eyes can fpeak, and tell the lover 


What the tongue muſt not impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove ; 
But 'tis hard and paſt concealing, 
When we truly fondly love. 


ny 4 „* ä . 


SONG 15. SocRR LADDIE. 
Sung by Miſs HARPER at Marybone Gardens, 
Set by Mr, ThroDoRE SMITH. 


Y ſoger laddie is over the ſea, | 
And he will bring gold and money to me ; 
And when he comes home he'll make me a lady, 
My bleſſing gang with my ſoger laddie. 


My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave; 
True to his country, to love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare with my ſoger laddie. 


Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms; 
Syne frae all my care he'll preſently frae me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gie me. 


O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt, if he get his due; 
Fer in r.cb'e actions his courage is ready, 
W hich makes me delight in my ſoger lacdie. 


SONG 


SONG 16. A Scotch Song. 


Mufic by Mr. FISHER. Sung by Miſs Cowrza at 
Vauxhall. | 


HE lowland lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ; 

How much unlike the graceful mein; 

And manly looks of my highland laddie. 

O my bonny highland laddie ; | 

My handſome charming highland laddie; 
May heav'n ſtill guard, and love reward, 
The lowland laſs and her highland laddie. 


if I were free at will to chuſe 

To be tne wealthieſt lowland lady; 

I d take young Donald in his trews, 

With bonnet blue and belted plaidie. 
O my bonny, &c, 


No greater joy I'll e'er pretend, 

Than that his love prove true and fleady ; 

Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 

While heav'n preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bonny, &c, 


SONG 17. WINIIIũ. 
A Paſtoral Ballad. 


HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen; 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt ; 
When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ftreams are faſt bound with the froſt : 
While the peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhivering with cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to their fold, 
With their faces Wr with ſnow, 1 
2 
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In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw; 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 

And the neat looking dairy maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream : 

When the ſweet country maiden, as freſh as a roſe, 

| As ſhe careleſsly trips, often ſlides ; 

1 And the ruſtics laugh Joud, if, by.falling, ſhe ſhews 
All the charms that her modeſty hides, 


When the lads and the laſſes, for company join'd, 
In a croud round the embers are met; 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts 'till they're all in a ſweat: _ 
When the birds to the barn come hovering for food, 

Or they ſilently fit on the ſpray ; 
And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her courſe ſhould betray. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may prove my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire, 

While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
[_ mzy thither in ſafety retire! 

Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurprize, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure; 

Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 

| But ſuch as each other may cure. 


—— _—_—— 


SONG 18. The SKY-LARK. 


0 By Mr. SHENSTONE. 


. | O, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 
| | To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way; 
| And there on quivering pinions riſe, 

And there thy vocal art diſplay . 


And 
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And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 
Tell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 

And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn ; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 

Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


Me 


SONG 19g. From SHAKESPEARE's CYMBELINE, 
By Mr. WirLIAu COLLINS. 


I, 
O fair Fidele's graſſy tomb 
Soft maids, and village binds, ſhall bring 

Each op'ning ſweet, of earlieſt bloom, 

And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 

N. 25 

No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear 

To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove: 


But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 


III. 
No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew: 
The female fays ſhall haunt the green, 


And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew ! 
B 3 The 
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IV. 


The red-breaſt oft at ev'ning hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, ; 
With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow'rs, 
To _ the ground where thou art laid, 


V. 


When renin winds, and beating rain, 
- In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell ; 
Or midſt the chace on ev'ry plain, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


VI. 


Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed: 

Belov'd, till life could charm no more; 
And mourn'd, till pity's ſelf be dead, 


7 "il —_———— 


_— 


SONG 21. To SYLV.IA,. 


By Davip GARRICK, Eſq | 


F truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim; 
He feels the paſſion, void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho? ſighing ſwains their tormen ts tell, l 


Their ſenſual love contemn ; 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But-ſlight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys. the tranſient fire; P 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 
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By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years; 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'ning fruit appears. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 


May gather ev'ry flow'r! 


„ 


SONG 21. The GI FT: To Inxs, 


By Dr. GoLDsmiTH, 


AY, cruel Iris, pretty rzke, 
1. Dear mercenary beauty. 
What annual offering ſhall I make 
Expreflive of my duty ? 


My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver, 
Say, would the angry fair one prize 
The gift, who ſlights the giver ? 


A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 


My rivals give——and let em: 
If gems, or gold, impart a joy, | 
I'll give them when I get em. 


I'll give but not the full blown roſe, 
Or roſe-bud more in faſhion; 


Such ſhort-liv'd paſſions but diſcloſe 


A tranſitory paſſion : 


I'll give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
Not leſs fincere than civil: 
I'll give thee-——Ah ! too charming maid, 
I'll give thee——to the devil, - 
SONG 


| 
| 
| 
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SONG 22. By Dr. Gorpsuir k. 


S landlady Dobbins, a Whitfieldite pure, 
At meeting one Sunday delay'd, 
Coming home unexpected ſhe caught on the floor 
. Her tapſter with Dolly the maid : 


She flew to the ladle, the poker, the ſpit; 
But at lalt ſhe began to proceed, 

Sure Satan himſelf of the bottomleſs pit 
Will avenge ſuch a damnable deed. 


Pack off, theu damn'd dog, or I'll give thee a douce, 
Avaunt with thy Babylon whore; 

What, when I have twenty good beds in my houſe, 
To do ſuch a thing on the floor! 


SONG 6. A Deſcription of Bax THOLOUEMW FAIR 
in London. By G. A. SrEVENs. 


iTILE gentlefolks ſtrut in their filver and ſats 
tins, | 
We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and pattens ; 
Yet as merrily old Engliſh ballads can ſing o. 
As they at their opperores outlandiſh ling-o ; 
Calling out, bravo, ankcoro, and caro, 
Thof I will ſing nothing but Bartlemew fair-0. 


Here was, firſt of all, crowds againſt other crowds 
driving, ; 


Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary ſtriving; 


Shrill fiddling, ſharp fighting, nnd ſhouting and ſhriek- 


ing, : 
Fifes, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow: girls 
ſqueaking, | 


Come 


[ 21 ] 
Come my rare round and found, here's choice of fine 
Ware- O; 
Though all was not ſound ſold at Bartlemew fair- o. 


There was drolls, horrpipe dancing, and ſhowing of 

poſtures, 

With frying black puddings, and op'ning of oyſters ; 

With ſalt- boxes ſolos, and gallery folks ſquawling ; 

The tap - houſe gueſts roarmg, and mouth-pieces bawl- 
ing. | 

Pimps, pawnbrokers, ſtrollers, fat landladies, ſailors, 

Bawds, bailiffs, jilts, jockies, thieves, tumblers and 
taylor s. 6 


Here's Punch's whole play of the gun- powder plot, 

Sir, ; 

With beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridge all hot, Sir; 

Fine ſauſages fry'd, and the black on the wire; 

The whole court of France, and nice pig at the fire. 

Here's the vp and downs; who'll take a ſeat in the 
chair-o ; | | 

Though. there's more up-and-downs than at Bartlemew 
fair- o. 


Here's Wittington's cat, and the tall dromedary, 
The chaiſe without horſes, and queen of Hungary: 
Here's the merry-go-rounds, come who rides, come who 
rides, Sir? * ö | 
Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, fine eating beſides, Sir; 
The fam'd learn'd dog that can tell all his letters, 
And ſome men, as ſcholars, are not much his betters. 


This world's a wide fair, where we ramble mong 
gay things; | 
Our parſons, like children, are tempted by play- 
things ; 
By ſound and by ſhow, by trath and trumpery, 


The fa'-lals of faſhion, and Frenchify'd frampery. . 
What 


Tis E 
What is life but a droll, rather wretched than rare-o ? 
Ard thus ends the ballad of Bartlemew fair-o. 


SONG 24. The HONEST FELLOW, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


HO! pox of this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
And talk of your Phillis and Chlee no more ; 
Their face, and their air, and their mien, what a rout ? 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape; 

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape: 
But we, honeſt fellows —'ſdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ? 

Of puling, &c. 


"Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſare beſtows ; 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old uſe to ſing, 

The man that is drunk is as great as a king, 
The man, &c. 


| 8 If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks ; 
Anacreon's caſes ſee, page twenty-fix ; 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul ; 
Lay hold on, ana drown the young dog in a bowl, 
Lay hold, &c. 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong and a laugh ? 

My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff ; 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, 
Boys, fill up a bumper, ans let it go round, 
Beys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


SONG 


* 
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SONG 25. By WIILIAu WuiTentad, Eſq; 
Poet Laureat, 


N ſtory we're told 
How our monarchs of old 
-O'er France ſpread their royal domain; 
But no annals can ſhew 
Their pride laid ſo low 
As when brave George the Second did reign, brave 
boys! 
As when brave George the Second did reign. 


Of Roman and Greek 

Let fame no more ſpeak, 
How their arms the old world did ſubdue ; 

Thro' the nations around 

Let our trumpets now ſound, 
How Britons have conquer'd the new, brave boys! 
How Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 

Our cannon's loud mouth 
Shall the right of our monarch maintain : 

On America's ſtrand 

Amherſt limits the land, 
Boſcawen gave law on the main, brave boys! 
Boſcawen gave law on the main. 


Esch port and each town 

We ſtill make our own; 
Cape Bretov, Crown Point, Niagar, 

Guadeloupe, Senegal, 

Quebec's mighty fall, | 
Shail prove we've no equal i in war, brave boys! 
Shall prove we've no equal in war. 


Though Conflans did boaſt, 
He'd conquer our coaſt, 


Our 


* 
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Our thunder ſoon made monſieur mute: 
Brave Hawke wing'd his way, 
| Then pounc'd on his prey, 
And gave him an Engliſh ſalute, brave boys! 
And gave him an Engliſh ſalute, 


At Minden you know 
How we conquer'd the foe, 
While homeward their army now ſteals ; 
'Tho' they cry'd Britiſh bands 
Are too hard for our hands, 
Begar we can beat them in heels, Morbleu ! 
Begar we can beat them in heels. : 


While our heroes from home 
| For laurels now room, 
Should their flat-bottom'd boats but appear; 
Our militia ſhall ſhew 
No wooden ſhoe foe : 
Can with freemen in battle compare, brave boys! 
Can with freemen in battle compare. 


Oar fortunes and lives, 
Our children and wives, 
To defend is the time now or never; 
Then let each volunteer 
To the drum head repair; 
King George and Old England for ever, brave boys ! 


King George and Old England for ever. 


SONG 26, 


S Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear the wood choriſters warble and ſing, 
Young Phæbe he ſaw ſupinely was laid; 

And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid : 


4 Of 


r 
Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since ſi.teen long winters I fairly can count; 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 
To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid? 


Ye heroes, triumphant by land and by ſea, 
Sworn vot'ries to love, yet urmindful of me; 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 
Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a maid? . 


Ye counſellors ſage, who with eloquent tongue 

Can do what you pl-aſe, both with right and with wrong ; 
Can it be by law or by equity ſaid 

That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid? 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent ſkill _ 
Can ſave or demolifh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor forloin damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick, very ſick, o. remaining a maid. 


Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt to my ſony, 
Who anlwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ye echo of echo's, and ſhadows of ſhade, 
For it I had you, I might ſtul be a maid, 


Poor Colin wes melted to hear her compla'n, 
Then whiſper'd relief like a kind-hearted (wain ; 
And Phæbe well pleas'd is no longer afraid 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid, 


2 


SONG 27. In the Joviar CRE. 


Made love to Kate, lorg I figh'd for ſhe 
Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to we: 
I met her on the green in her belt arrey, 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart aw2y ; 
C 


6:7 [26] b 
Oh then we kiſ'd and preſs'd, were we much to A 
blame ? | 3 

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 0 


As I fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, 
Quoth ſhe, I'll marry you, if you will marry Kate; 
But then I laugh'd, and {wore I lov'd her more than 
| ſo, 1 
For ty'd each to a rope's end, *tis tugging to and fro: 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to ] 
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| blame ? | 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the f 
ſame. | 

Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, ſhe was wond'rous ſick, 3 


Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick; 

Long we toy'd and plzy'd, under yonder oak, | f 
K aty loſt the game, though the play'd in joke; 9 
For there we did, alas! what J dare not name, 1 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 5 
ſame. 1 

| | = + 
| | 2 

SONG 28. STick A Pin THERE, 
HEN tutor'd by mother, ſhe oftentimes ſaid, - 

| There's money bid for thee, girl, hold up thy 

head; 5 | 

She laid out wy work with a houſewifely care, 
Ard making a mark, bid mg ſtick a pin there, B 


The humour ſo pleas'd me, however abſurd, 

That, in ſpight of my teeth, it became a cant word; B. 
And once, when the parſon had ended his pray'r, 

I could not help calling out, ſtick a pin there, H 


He 


| . 
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He came to my mother, and loudly complain'd'; 
His pardon I aſk d, but my ſorrow was feign'd ; 
And before he could clap his fat bum in the aire 
I ſlily ſtoop'd en, and did ſtick a pin there, 


I met my dear Jack in a field of new hay, 
He kiſs'd me, and teaz'd me with amorous play; 
A green gown he gave me, and {wore it was fait: 
Hold, ſirrah, ſaid J, would you ſtick a pin there? 


He often attempted to rite my charms, 
As often I puſh'd the dear youth from my arms; 
(tat ſooner or later he'll baile my care, 
For Jack is the lad but ſlick a pin there. 


— 


— 


SONG 29. Oaruzus and Euxfprez. 
By Mr. LIS IE 


HEN Orpheus went down to the regions below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as hold hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


All hell ſtood amaz'd, that a perſon ſo wiſe 
Should fo raſhly endanger bis life, 

And venture ſo far, but how vaſt the ſurprize ! 
When they heard that he came for his wife. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 
Old Pluto long puzzl'd his brain; 

But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again, 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, 
He took her again, in reward for his art : 


Such power had muſic in hell 
'C z SONG 
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SONG 30. Fair Hess. 


{ AIR Hebe ] left with with a cautious deſign, 
To eſcape from her charms, and to drown 'em in 

wine : 

T try'd it, but found, when I care to Cepart, 

The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 

J repair'd to wy reaſon, intreated her aid, 

Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtauce 
veigh'd, 

Then gravely pronounc'd in return to my pray'r, 

That Hebe was faircft of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
] came for your counſel to find out a fault; 
If that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 
What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While like light'ning ſhe darts thro? each throbbing vein, 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd in her favour took arms, 
And reafon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


SONG g.. 


OME, ch-ar up, my lade, *tis to glory we ſteer, 
'# To add ſomethirg new to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 

For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 


CHORU 5s, 
H-arts of oa art cur ſhips, hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, fleany ; 
Well fieht and wel conquer, again and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; 


1 9 J 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, our children and beaus. 
But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore, 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ftill make them 
ſweat, | 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels gazette ; 
Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


** A 2 „* * 4 2 
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SONG 32. 


ESOL V', as her poet, of Celia to ſing, 

For emblems of beauty I ſearch'd through the 
ſpring ; 

To flowers ſoft blooming compar'd the ſweet maid, 
But flowers, tho' blooming, at evening may fade: 

Of ſunſhine and breezes, I next thought to write, 

Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 

But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 

For ſun ſets at night, and the breezes grow cold. 


The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue 
While the ſun-beams behind them peep'd glittering; 
thro” ; 
Tho! to rival her charms can they never ariſe, 
Yet methought they Iook'd- ſomething like Celia's ſweet 
eyes. 
- Theſe beauties are tranſient, but Celia's will laſt, 
When ſpring, and when ſummer, and autumn are paſt ; 
For ſenſe and good humour, no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the ſoul of my Celia enlivens her charms. 
+" & 4 At 
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At length cn a fruit-tree, a bloſſom I found, 
W bich beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my prayer, 
This bloſſom, 1 cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 
Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 
This delicate feature, and raviſhing ſmell, 
Be her perſon's dear emblem; but where ſhall I find 
Jn nature a beauty that equals her mind ? 


This bloſſom now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterward, fall; 
But behind it the fruit, its ſuc ceſſor, ſhall riſe, 

By nature difrob'd of its beauteous diſguile : 

So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 
By her virtues improv'd ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recal ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time, 


* 


SONG 33. Sung by PuELIIM O'BLunpes, in 
the DoußEE DisayPoINTMENT. 


E A R Molly, I love you, I hope there's no harm 
in that; 

For you are ſo ſprightly, and witty, and charming, that 

Whenever I ſee you my heart it goes pit-a-pat, 

And I'm grown lean and dry, who was once ſleek and 

fat ö 
Save me, ſave me, dear Molly, ſave me, 
Or I will hang myſelf, if you'll not have me. 


I'm grown a mere ſloven, who once was a flirting 
fop; 
My fine coal black hair is chang'd to a dirty mop; 
My face is grown parch'd, like an over-done mutton. 
chop 
That can of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. : 
| Gravy, 


(7 93] 
Gravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, 
E'en juſt as brown and dry looks your poor Davy. 


When firſt I was aſk'd to drink tea with my Molly 
dear, 
; put on my Kerry-ftone buckles and ſolitaire, 
1 I ſent for the barber, and * „Shave me, do you 
hear, 
And T'Il give you ſix- pence, to drink out in ale and beer. 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me; 
Make me look ſpruce and fine, then Molly*ll have me.“ 


Then ſtraight to the views of appointment I hurry'd me, 
Where her bright eyes and ſweet looks they ſo worry'd 
me, 
That from that moment I thought of no other ſhe, 
A And now moſt bumbly I crave you my bride to be. 
| Crave you, crave you—Oh ! how | crave you, 
For my bride, from this hour, dear Molly I crave you. 


78 Then if you'll conſent, you ſweet little knave you, 
A J will your huſband be, and never leave you; 

6. My ſirname is Drope, and my Chriſtian name's Davy, 
* And when we are married we'll go to Glenavy, 

4 Navy, Navy, go to Glenavy ; 


{1 Then who'll be ſo happy as Molly and Davy ? 


I SONG 24 In Taz Davirt To Par. 
3 Tune, Charles of Sweden, 


O ME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure 7 
Let none at car's of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure ; 


Fill 
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Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal foul 
May drink and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to v pleaſure, 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new /pleaſare ; 
And as the hours glide away. k 
We'll in'thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


SONG 35. In the Devir To pay, 


7 E gods, ye gave to me a wiſe, 
Out of your grace and favour, 
To be the comfort or my life, 
And I was glad to have her; 


But if your/providence divine 
For greater bliſs deſign her; 

To obey your will at any time, 
I am ready to reſign her. 


r 9 — 8 — _— 


SONG 36. CoLin's Complaint. | Rows, 


An ancient Ballad, new ſet by Dr. AR NE. 


TU Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 
And whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head ; 
The wind that blew .over the plain 
To his ſighs with a figh did reply, 
And the brook in return to his pain 


Ran aiournfully murmuring by. 
Alas 


Lt 3 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
"T were better by far I had dy d; 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, 'twas a pleaſure too great; 
J liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 
She could dot on ſo lowly a clown? 
Or that her fond heart would no: grieve 
To fo ſake the fine folks of the town: - 
T'o think that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love. 


What tho' I have ſkill to complain, 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd ? 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah ! Colin thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whole muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, - 
Forbear to accuſe the falfe maid : 
If thro' the wide world I ſhould range, 
is ia vain from my fortune to fly; 
*Twas her's to be falſe, and to change, 
'Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 


If 


5 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the: plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground; 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down ow my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd» was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 
And frolic it all the long day; 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


— _— — 


SONG 37. The Vixein UNMASEk'p. 


T is, I beheve, 
Next Hollandtide eve, 
A twelvemonth ſince firſt I began 
To hold up my head, 
In love to be read, 
And to conſtrue the looks of a man, 
Young Damon I ſaw, 
He kiſs'd me, oh la; 
I vow thro' my boſom it ran; 
My lips he ſo preſt, 
Tis true I proteſt, 
I thought him a deuce of a man, 


Philander the gay 
I met at the play, 
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My heart beat a furious ratan; 
Becauſe you muſt know 
I ſome time ago 

Had hopes of his being the man. 


Briſk Strephon came next, 
Bat then I was vext, , 
He play'd with Miſs Phillis's fan; 
I own, to be ſure, 
T could not endure 
To ſee myſelf robb'd of a man, 


My mother and aunts, 
Still watching my haunts, 
Obſtruct me as much as they can; 
But what do I care? 
I vow and declare, 
I'll fit myſelf ſoon with a man, 


SONG 38. In Taz DEVIL To Par. 


Tune, Of all comforts I miſcarried. 


F all ſtates in life fo various, 


Marriage ſure is moſt precarious z 


*Tis a maze ſo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new mazes finding; 
*Tis an action ſo ſevere, 


That nought but death can ſet us clear; 
Happy's the man from wedlock free, 


Who knows to prize his liberty ; 
Were men men wary 
How they marry, / 


We ſhould not be half ſo full of miſery. 


"ODEs — K 
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*SONG 39. Written by Mr. Garrick. 


Sung in The Way to keep him. 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught. 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 
> 
Your roſes and lilies may make the men ſigh ; 


But roſes and lilies, and fighs pa's away, 


And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guitar, 
Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hend, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command, 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill, 


For hearts, like your birds, .may be tam'd to your will, 


Be gay and good-humovr'd, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your mind, 
Tis there that a wife may her conquells improve. 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


. _ 
_ ww 


— 


SONG 40. Hzavy Hours 
By Lord LyTTLETON, 


H E heavy hours are alm { paſt, ba 
That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at alt 
'Their only wiſh to ſee, 
- But 


( & ] 


But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat. 
And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 

And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame? 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring time the cheat. 


But if the dream that ſoothes my mind 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove ; 

If I am doom'd at length to find 
You have forgot to love ; 

All I of Venus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join. 

But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
To die and think thee mine. 


SONG 41. The Ar rie Firs, 


HEN all the Attic fre was fled 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat ; 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night 
That damp'd fair virtue's fading light, 
The muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore 
Has yet a laurel left in flore? 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer ; 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 
D The 
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The lazy monk has left his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me: 
Hark ! her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee. 


— — — 
* 


SONG 42. The YeLLow 1aik'd LADD:E. 


'The laſt verſe of this Song is not to be met with in 
any other late Collection of Songs. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 
To wild and deep glens, where the hawthern trees 
grow, 


* 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a ſound, 


That ſylvans and fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung ; tho' young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a proud fcornfal air; 
But Sufie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezcs, perfum d in the ſpring. 


That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 

And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
__dow'r ; 
Was aukwardly airy. and frequently ſour : 
Then ſighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 
The witty, ſweet Suſte bis miſtreſs might be. 
| | SONG 
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SONG 4z. In THomas anD SALLS, 
Sung by a Country *Squire, 


HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; X 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzaa! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies, | 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 
How ſweet with the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 
With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy : 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : , 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


SONG 44. In Thomas anD SALLY, 
Sung by a Squire. 


HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain 
From nymph to nymph, I ſtrove in vaia 
My wild defires to rally; 
Bat now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek ta roam, 
They center all in Sally. | 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my joy, 1 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy: 14 
Can love with ruin tally ? N 

By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 14 
Rather than injure Sally | 
D 2 Can 


6:40: ] 
Can the weak taper's feeble rays, 
Or lamps tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze? 
Oh! no then ſay how ſhall I 
In words be able to expreſs 


My love? it burns to ſuch exceſs, 
I almoſt die for Sally. 


Come then, oh! come, thou ſweeter far 
Then jeſſamine and roſes are, 
.Or lilies of the valley; 
O follow, love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms my dear, 
And make me blelt in Sally. 


— — 


— 


SONG 45. Wrote for a Club ia DBI. 


H O' ſages have wrangled with envy and ftrife, 
Concerning the true ſummum bonum of life; 
Their phlegmatic precepts we juſtly deſpiſe, 
For 'tis wine makes us happy, rich, virtuous, and wiſe. 


With morals ſevere, let the muſty divine 
Charge riots and ra pes to exceſſes in wine; 
His argument's falſe, tho with rhetoric grac'd, 
For after ſix bottles we're quiet and chaſte, 


From the roaring of cannon and burſting of bombs, 
And from beating the French the bold myrmidon 
comes ; | ; 
With bumpers thus charg'd, this ſtout Hector may ſee 
We could tumble the Monſieurs much faſter than he. 


The grave, ſober cit, who but ſips at his glaſs, 

Can be deem'd nothing leſs than a cheat and an aſs: 

When you ſee him leave heel-taps, take care of your 
pelf, 1 A 

For he'll ſurely cheat other, who cczens himſelf, 


Let 


| (4 1 
Let the ſtar-gazing tribe of aſtronomers trace 
The motions of worlds, thro' the regions of ſpace z: 
Send the wine briſk about, and "twill quickly be: 
found, , 


That the bottle will ſhew how the planets move round 


The youth who's enamour'd of female falſe charms ;; 
Who conquers, to die in his miſtreſſes arms; 

How fleeting his bliſs! how uncertain his joy; 

But the glaſs gives us kiſſes that never will cloy. 


Let the learned, grave, wiſe, academical fools, 

Go puzzle their pates with the traſh of the ſchools ;; 
Has learning or ſtudy our pleaſure to boaſt ? 

A pox on all ſtudy except for a toaſt. 


Here our pleaſures begin, and inquietude ceaſe ; 
We enjoy, amidſt war, the ſweet bleſſings of peace, 
And whate'er the wiſe ſons of Hippocrates think,, 
We never can die, whilſt we're able to drink. 


* 


SONG. 46. 1 


N the white cliffs of Albion, fee Fame where ſhe [ 

ſtands, | [| 

Her fhrill ſwelling notes reach the neighbouring lands; | | 

Of the natives freeborn, and their conqueſts ſhe ſings;. 
The happieſt of men with the greateſt of kings. 


GeorGe the third ſhe proclaims,. his vaſt glory 
repeats, | 

His undiſmay'd legions, invincible fleets, 

Whom nor caſtles or rocks can from honour retard, 41 

Since e' en death for their king they with ſcorn diſro- 1 

gard. bY | i 

D 3 O! but 
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O! but ſee a cloud burſts and an angel appears ! 
*Tis Peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in tears 


*« Say, Fame, (cry'd the maid) is't not time to give 


"60 ers 
„With fieges and famine, exploſions and gore.“ 


His juſt right to aſſert bath the king amply try'd, 
Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can opponents abide ; 
Than no longer in rage let dread thunders be hurl'g, 
But leave him to me, and give peace to the world, 


Tis done, and great GEORGE is to mercy inclin'd, 
The bleſt word is gone forth for the good of mankind ; 
Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 

And our king is a Briton— deny it who dare, 


(To Hodgſon and Kepple let bumpers next ſmile, 
And to all oar brave troops who have taken Belleifle; 
May they meet juſt reward, and with courage advance, 
Stull ro humble the pride and the power of France.) 


— Charge your glaſſes lip high, and drink health to the 
ing, 

To the duke and the-princeſs, and make the air ring: 

May the days of great GBORGE be all happy and long; 

And the + man ſtill be right who yet never was wrong. 


N. B. The fixth verſe ſpoken extempore by anotker 
perſon, on the taking of Belleiſſe. 
T Mr. Secretary Pir r. 


| SONG 47, Lazy Jounny, 
HERE' my ſwain, ſo blythe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow : 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 


Since you ſaid you'd come to morrow * 
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If you lov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny: 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling'ring lazy Johnny, 


What can he be now a doing 
Is he with the laſſes Maying ? 
He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, _ 
Let her be the happy creature, 
I'll not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature, 
But I can't nor will not tarry, 
Nor will kill myſelf with forrow, 
I may loſe the time to marry, 
If I wait beyond to-morrow, 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
If Pm yours, away no longer : 
If you wont, another'll have me; 
I may cool, but not grow fonder, 
H your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
Wine not in deſpair and ſorrow, 
Bleſs d another lad: may make ye; 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


SONG 48. Faiznvsnly, By Mr, Pops, 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And Friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet 
How ftrange does it ſeem that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found. 
O Friend- 
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O Friendſhip ! thou balm and rich ſweetner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour. 


How mach to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 


On whom we may always with ſafety depend! 


Our joys when extended will always encreaſe, 
And griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace : 
When fortune is ſmiling what crouds will appear,. 


Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip fincere ; 


Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


_ 


mY 
— 


SONG 49. CnAIS MARINE, by an Officer. 


Y deareſt life, were you my wife, 
M How happy fliould I be; 
And all my. care, in peace and war, 
Should be to pleaſure thee ; 
When up and down, from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove, | | 
Then you,. my queen,. in Chaiſe Marine,, 
Should move like queen of love.. 


Your love I prize beyond the ſkies, 
Beyand the ſpoils of war, 

Would'ſt thou agree to follow me 
In humble baggage car; 

F or happineſs, tho” in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen, 

And pride in coach has more reproach: 

Than love in Chaiſe Marine. 


Oh! do not hold your love in gold; 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; 

Pehold the great with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain: 


In: 
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In houſe or tent I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor troubk ſee, 

And ev'ry day I get my pay, 
And ſpend it merrily, 


Love not thoſe knaves, great fortune's daes, 


Who lead ignoble lives, 

Nor deign to ſmile on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives: 
For Britain's right and you we fight, 

And ev'ry ill defy, 
Should but the fair reward our care 
With love and conſtancy. 


If fighs nor groans, nor tender moans, 
Can't win your harden'd heart, 
Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part: 
With fife and drum the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war, 


Then don't think mean of Chaiſe Marine, 


' Tis love's triumphant car, 


SONG zo. The N UN. 


\ URE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen 


Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been; 


I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 


But mother oft tells me, ſhe*ll have me a nun. 


But mother, Kc. 


Don't you think it a pity a * ſuch as 1 


Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to ey: 


With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 


And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


To 
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To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better, to me, I declare; 
I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone ; 
Nay, beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh I never can bear ! 
Nor yield to be ſent to one cannot tell where; 
To live or to die in this cafe were all one; 

Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay no: 
Burt if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun. 


"A. ad — — 6— 2 ——— nä 
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SONG x51. Cutor's Kissss. 
By Sir CHarLes HanBuky WILLIAMS» 


TY\EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 

But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 

I am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee; dear Chloe be kind; 

For fince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd, 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ftars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more, 


To 


ap 1 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfolt thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 
What joy can be greater than this 1s! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes 
Will always with few be content. 


SONG Fa. 
HEN ſ:ow deſcends, and robes the fields 


; Io winter's bright array; 
Touch'd by the ſun, the luſtre fades, 
And weeps itſelf away. 
When ſpring appears, when vi'lets blow, 
And ſhed a rich perfume; 
How ſoon the fragrance breathes it laſt! 
How ſhort-liv'd is the bloom! 


Freſh in the morn, the ſummer roſe 
Hangs wither'd ere tis noon ; 

We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 
But mourn the pleaſure gone. 
With gildiog fire the evening ſtar 

| Streaks the autumnal ſkies ; 

Shook from his ſeat, it darts away, 
And in an inſtant dies. 


Such are the charms that Muſh the-cheels; 
And ſparkle in the eye; 
So from the lively finiſh'd form 
The tranſient graces fly. 
To this the ſeaſons: as they roll, 
Their atteſtations bring; 
They warm the fair, their ev'ry round 
Confirms the truth I ſing. 
SONG 
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SONG 53. The Femare Phagrton. 
Written by Marr. Pzzor, Eſq; 


AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 
Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 5 
With little rage inflam'd : | 
Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 
And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt lady Jenny friſ about, 
And viſit with her couſins? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I? 
What hidden charms to boaſt ? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt J am ſcarce a toaſt, 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me 
Unchain'd my fortune try ! 

I'll have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 

Fondneſs prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 

Obcain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


ae 


— 


SONG 54. The Dusr-Caxr. 


A favourite CAN TATA. 


RECITATIVE., 


S tipkering Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
A He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt- cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt; 
3 Tom 


kk. 
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Tom with uplifted hands th" occaſion bleſs'd. 
Ard thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſs'd. 


AIR. 


O Sylvia! while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take our duſt, and ſteal our hearts. 


That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 


O lovely Sylvia! eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you flole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me my heart you'ſtole again. 


RectTATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
F.xulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 

She heav'd her ſwelling bresſt, as black as ſioe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below; 

To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 


And then (reſolv'd to ſpeak) ſhe cry'd, Stop, John. 


a 


Shall I, who ride above the reft, 

Be by a paltry crowd oppreſs d? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 


Shall long to ride, long to ride, long to ride in 


my duſt-cart ; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my du ſt- cart. 
E 


SONG 
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SONG 55. BALANCE a STRAW, 


ROM the man whom I love, though my heart 1 
: diſguiſe, | 
I freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 

And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau ; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow; 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage a hind, in conceit a Gaſcoon, 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox ; 
Inconflant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverle as a hog; 
In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 


In a word, to ſum np all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather ; 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


K 


SONG 56. An Invitation to Owzn BRAx's, at 
Laughlin's-town. 


RE ye landed from England, and fick of the ſeas, 
Where ye roll'd and tumbl'd all manner of ways? 
Jo Lavghlin's-town then without any delays, 
Fer you'll never be right, till you ſee Owen Bray's, 
With his Ballen a mona, &c. 
A glaſs of his claret for me. 


Were you full of complaints from the crown to the 
toe, 


A viſit to Owen's will cure ye of woe; 
A buck 


„ 
A buck of ſuch ſpirits ye never did know, 
For let what will happen they're always in flow, 
When he touches up Ballen, &c. 
The joy of that fellow for me. 


You may talk of Italians whatever you will, 
I'd not give a fig to be crown'd with their {& II; 
Nay, ſooner than hear 'em I'd gulp down a pill ; 
For who would compare a dama'd unmeaniog thrill 
To Bzllen a mona, &c. 
The grounds of a ballad for me. 


Fling leg over garron, ye lovers of ſport, 
True joy is at Bray's, tho” there's little at court; 
"Tis thither the lads of briſk mettle reſort, 
For there they are ſure that they'll never fall ſhort 
Of claret and Ballen, &c. 
The eighty-fourth bumper for me. 


The days in December are dirty and raw ; 
But when we're at Owen's we care not a ſtraw ; 
We bury the trades of religion and law, 
And the ice in our hearts ſure, we preſently thaw 
With good claret and Ballen, &c. 
The quick-moving bottle for me. 


Mean-ſpirited reptiles deſervedly fink, 
But Owen ſhall ſing, and ſhall hunt, and ſhall drink, 
The boy that from bumper yet never did ſhrick, | 
Nor till threeſcore and ten, ſhall he venture to think 
Of leaving off Ballen, &c, 
Long life to gay fellows for me. 


E 2 SONG 
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SON.G 57. 


EAREST Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where; 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain 
1 When we t thus ſhall meet again? 
1 When ſhall Strephon fondly ſee 
0 Beauties only found in thee ? 
bi Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 

All the happy live long day: 

Deareſt Kitty ! kind and fair, 

Tell me when, and tell me where? 


All the happy day, tis true, 
Bleſs'd, but only when with you, 
Nightly Strephon ſings alone, 

Sighs till Hy men make us one. 

Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, , 
When the prielt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine? 
Dearelt Kitty! kind aad fair, 

Tell me when I care net where. 


SONG 38. 
Song by Mrs. PIR ro, in Love IX A VILLAGE. 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 
W hoſe wiſhes are warm and fircere, 
VW hoſe words are th' excels of the heart; 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this fide the ſtars can be found, 
"Tis ſure, when that couple uni.e, 


And Cupid by Hymen is crowa'd, 
SONG 
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SONG 59. The Max or THe Mir L. 


E A R the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 
A free hearted fellow attends on his mill: 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his face, 
And honelly gives e'en to auk wardneſs grace. 
Befloured with his meal does he labour and fing, 
And regaling at night he's as bleſt as a king ; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 
Of liquor home-brew'd, to ſuccefs of his mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruple of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid; 
His conſcience 1s free, and his income is clear, 
And he values them not of tenithouſand a year; 
He'as a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote, 
At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat: 
He hates your proud placeman; and do what mY 
will, 
They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the l and prieſt, 

And hopes that our ſtateſman do all for the beſt; 

That the Spaniards ſhould ne'er interrupt our free 
trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid; ; 

He fears the French 1 avy and commerce increaſe, 

And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace 

Tho' Oid England, he knows, may have ſtrength and 
have (kill 

To protect all her manors and ſave his own mill, 


Wich this honeſt hope he goes home to his wo. k, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up. bis fork, 
And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 
Or with the Riff plovgh turns up furrows of clay. 
"2 2 His 


84 J 
Flis harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 


That his country may ever be happy and free 


Wich his hand and his heart to king GEORGE does he 
| fil, 


And may all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill, 


EY _—— 


SONG 60. The LIIIES or FAAN c. 


\ HE lilies of France, and the brave Engliſh roſe, 
Could never agree, as old hiſtory ſhews, 
But our Edwards and Henrys thoſe lilies have torn, 
And in their rich ſtandards ſuch enſigns have borne, 
To ſhew that old En land, beneath her ſtrong lance, 
Has humbled the pride and the -glory of France, 


What would theſe monſieurs? would they know bow 
they ran, 
Only look at the annals of glorious queen Anne: 
We beg them by ſea, and we beat them by land, 
When Malbro' and Ruſſel enjoy'd the command: 
We'll beat them again, boys, ſo let them advance, 
Old England deſpiſes the inſult of France. 


Then let the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, 
And threaten invaſion to England's fair coaſt; 
We bid them defiance, ſo let them come on, 
Have at them, their buſineſs will quickly be done; 
Monſieurs, we wil teach you a new Englith dance 
To our grenadiers march, that will frighten alt 
France, 


Let's take up our muſkets, and gird on our ſwords, 
And monfieur's ſhall find us as good as our words; 
Beat drums, trumpets ſound, and huzza for our king, 
Then welcome Belleiſle, with what troops thou canſt 

bring: | 


Huzza 
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Huzza ! for Old England, whoſe ſtrong po! inted lance 
Shall humble the pride and the glory of France. 


— 


— 


8s ONG 61. By Mr. GARRICx. 


O W little do the landſmen know 
8 Of what we ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount and wiads do blow; 
But we have hearts of ſteel: 
No danger can affright us, 
No enemy ſhall flout: 
We'll make the monſieurs right us; 
So toſs the can about. 


Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſink, 
Then France have at your firſt. rates; 
For Britons never ſhrink: 
We'll rummage all ye fancy, 
We'll bring them in by ſcores, 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy 
Shall roll in loais-d'ors, 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble commodore, 

We'll ſpend our, wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea for more: 

In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys, 

' In war we'll never fly; 

Here's a health to GEORG our king, boys, 

And the royal family, | 


$ ON G- 
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SONG 62. 

SK if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient air ; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 

If dear Soſanna' * 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, 
And warble thro' the grove! 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray ; 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war Jet heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 
Ve bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


SON G 63. 


HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight and my 
Pride, 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to bales 3. 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go: 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, no, no, 
They ſay I'm in love, &c. 


At evening oft-times with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand- I'll be with you at tea! 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below; 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She ſings me a ſong, and [ eccho its frail, 
Again. I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again; 
J kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I would grow; 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She 


(109-3) 


She tells me her faults, as ſhe fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me; 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo; . 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe anſwers, no, no 


From beauty and wit and good humour how I, 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly; 
Thy bounty, O fortune! make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay no, 


— Ce. 
— 


SONG 64. A Copy of a Summons ſent to the 
CHOICE SPIRITS, 


Written by S. Derrick, Eſq; Maſter of the 
"CEREMONIES at BATH. 


O the ſons of true humour this billet's ad- 
. dreſs'd, 

By mirth's jolly friends and the patrons of taſte ; 

At the Angel in Chelſea their meeting they bold, 
Wheze the viands are good, and the liquors are old ; 
And Comus (on this yau as truth may depend) 

Has to Shipman * declar'd, he'll always be his friend. 


How delightful the proſpe&t of yon wealthy plain, 
Where the ſun from the ſouthward impregnates the 
rain! ; "PI A 
While his beam with the breeze lightly ſports o'er the 
billows, 
And the margin's embrown'd with a ſhade from the 
willaws ; 1 
While pompouſly trimm'd the barge flides ſmcoth 
along, 
And the tide on the beach tunes the ron er's rough 
ſong : 


* The Maſtcr of the Tavern, 


. 


x s Fl et 
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If wit and good ſenſe, and good humour you chuſe, 
This kind invitation you will nos refuſe : 
But give your three ſhillings to pay for lbation, 
And at two you'll be welcome to ſhare our collation, 
| Upon the day Of ——— 


* 


— 


SONG 65. A Burleſque Burletta Duet, ſung at 
Coqaus's Court by the CHOICE SrikiTs. 


To the Y ſongs, firs, excuſe, 
tune of And pardon my muſe, 
Come let us j If for once ſhe appears as a joker; 


Prepare, we] The town taſte I'll ſhew, 
brothers 12 the whole criſs-croſs · row 
Put into the tune Ally Croker. 


that are. 


Great A was alarm'd at B's bad beha- 


To the viour, | 
tune of Becauſe C denied D, E, F, a favour, 
Ally  } G got a huſband with H, I, K, L, 
Croker. M marry ' d 3 and ſcholars taught to 
ſpell, 


A, B, C, D, E, F, G, H, I, K, L., M. 
It went hard at firſt with N, O, P, and Q, 
With R, 8, T, ſingle V, and likewiſe with W, 
With X and Y it ſtuck in their gizzards, 
Till all were made friends by the two crooked Zds. 
O rare humpback'd 288. 


Theſe words have no wit, 
Tho? tune they may hit; 

But who thought to find wit in a tune-o : 
Did the town reliſh ſenſe, -- | 
Would they run with expence 

To burlettas of Sign* Buffoon- o. 


10 


— 


The 


1 


The old fellow's face 
With his grunt and grimace, 

And his teeth ſhewn by a grin-a: 
Tho' we can't underſtand him, 
We needs muſt commend him, 

And ſo we muſt mils Nicolina. 


Then ſince finging's the taſte, let's have a duetta ; 
Let's have it, I ſay, by way of burletta, 
And take off the old man as well as Spiletta. 
Which nobody can deny. 


P ve got a cold indeed I'm very hoarſe, eh: 
And iinging, firs, I fear will make me worſe, eh: 
Vet will I ſtrive and work like any negroe, 

From flow Adagio up to quick Allegro; 

Then change from Forte to the ſoft Piano, 

That 1 may be ſee, ſignior, ſee 

Indeed the boon companio: 

Come then, tny daughter, come, Miſs Nicolina, 
We mult compoſe a new burletta grin a, 

And with my fingers play the ſymphonina. 


Symphony is play d to the tune of, Aſk if yon damaſk 
roſe be ſweet. 


But ah ! *tis dinner-time, my dear ſignora, 

Go, fetch ſome ſtakes, go, fetch ſome ſtakes, encora : 
While I make uniſoa to this ſtocato, 

Boil me ſome broth, and roaſt me ſome potatoe. 


Largo ma affettuoſo, tocca primo violin; 
The broth will prove but ſoo fo, if you don't put oat- 
meal in, 
Volti largo ma aſſette, ſubito andante; 
Pat greens in cabbage netta, and make ſome ſoup 
zonte, 


Thirds, 
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Thi 11 ds, ffths, and eighths are half above a quarter, 


A minim is much longer, a qua ver is much ſhorter ; 
Go, lay the cloth, and fetch a pint of porter. 


| Duro. 

Miſs, Pray, papa, pray pardon moy. 
Soncafugo ame ** 

He. Fetch the drink. 

She. Indeed not I 

He. You're ill bred, miſs, 

She. That's a lye 

He. Gallop, trollop.— Ve. Tuche ta. 

He Le diable, bribble brabble. 
Brabantiana cara ſpiletta foolata la, 

Caro ſpiletta foolata la. 


Da Capo. 


— — 


SONG 66. The Taylor and SEMPSTRESS, 


Simile Simili gaudet. 
Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 
Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or 
| claret : 
With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 
Derry down, dow 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 
When bleſs'd with a pint of bree tbreads for his [ining.; 
Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruel'y treat us, 
With a Semſtreſs's bodkin deſtroy'd his guiztus. 


No longer a birth-nioht affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure + 
His bi/ls he contrives not with items to fwell ; 
Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to 
bell, | | 
2 Cupid 
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Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fxe-draw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Who e'er finiſh'd without firſt beginning a /uir ? 


He viſits the Sempſtreſs with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs Hung his happineſs ; 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lack -a day, was as ſharp as a zeedle, 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 
Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 
The Fates fears would ſoon cut off his remnant of life, 


Do you. think, cry'd the Sempſireſs, I'll take for a 
ſpouſe 
One whom no one eſte-ms three tips of a louſe ? 
Advance in your favcur whatever you can, 
A taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, intreating, 
And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear repeat- 
ing; 
A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs, he ſaid; 
Was juſt like a needle without any thread, 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together he 
cry'd, 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
Tho' to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 
She might always be ſure of a gore at the fre. 


As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers ſo nimble ; 
And ſwore that her eyes were more bright tnan her 
thimble. 
Tho' ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, 
That (I know not how *twas) he cabbag'd her heart. 
F Away 


L. 62 1 
Away hand in hand to the chapel they went; 
Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; | 
Nene but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd ; 
For cro/5-/cgg'd together they ſat till they dy'd. 


— 


Tune, Sing Tantararara Bucks all, 


OME, my bucks, let's to-night- be devoted to 
drinking, 
To morrow's too ſoon to be troubled with thinking ; 
Inſpired by Bacchus, I'll ſing to his praiſe, 
And crown with a bumper, inſtead of the bays. 
Sing Tantarara Bucks all. 


From Bacchus our name is, though ſome ſay from 
Jove, 
For he was the firſt (like a buck) who made love; 
To a bull for the ſake of Europa he turns, 
And bequeath'd to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his horns, 


"Tis by women each buck at true honour arrives, 
The firſt race of bucks were made bucks by their 
| wives; | 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd to roam, 
Each wife a true buck dubb'd her hero at home. — 


Had the ſon of fair Thetis, inſtead of the brine, 

Been plung'd over head in a hogſhead of wine, 

H2'd have march'd among mortals ſecure from all evil : 
A buck, when he's drunk, is a match for the devil, 


But why ſhould the ancients ſtill fill up my lays ? 

"Tis fit that a modern, a modera ſhould pleaſe. 

With claret my roſy-cown'd temples I'll *noint, 

And a health take to him who firſt drank a half- 2 
ere 
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Were grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus but growing, 
Or Helicon's conduit with French claret flowing, 
Nay, would Phoebus but dridk like an honeſt good 
fellow, 
Like Bacchus we'd henour his buckſhip Apollo. 


What are miſſes, the muſes, to nine mouldy caſks ? 
Or the tea-table's ſplendor, to ſplendid full flaſks ? 
W hat is Pegaſus good for? Yes, he ſhall be mine ; 
I'll keep him as porter to fly for my wine. 


In daiſy-deck'd meads, when the birds whillle 
round, 
How ſhrill is the muſic, how ſimple the ſoun d? 
Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar , 
And a good-fellow's order, Boy, fix bottles more. 


Can muſic or verſe, love or landſcape be tow 
A ſix- bottle ſound, or a ſix- bottle ſhow ? 
Cou'd I meet them at midnight, their bottoms I'd try, 
Who firſt ſhould give out, faith, the bottles or J. 


This tuning and-piping no longer I'll bear it, 
What's all pipes of muſic, to one pipe of claret ? 
By my ſoul, bucks, I love it, and why, wou'd you 
know ? | 
Drink only as I've done, you'll all like it too. 


— ——_— 


— 


SONG 68. Tune, Shambuy. 


E bucks, far and near, to my ſonnet give ear, 
And quit che dull trouble of thinking; 
The ſage, long ago, that ſaid, nothing he ka ew, 
Poor ſoul, was unſtudy'd in drinking. 
Dull mumbling of Plato, 
Or grumbling with Cato, 
F 2 Diſ- 
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Diſpaſſionate Stoics will make us; 
But the men truly wiſe 
Such pedants deſpiſe, - 
And attend on Ins lectures of Bacchus, 


With full wigs, in fine coach, ſee the doctors ap- 
proach, 
And mufcular mould up their faces, 
Grave ſmell on the cane, apply finger to vein, 
Ard count the flow pulſe by grimaces ? 
Their fees firſt receive, 
Their opinions then give, 
With potions and motions they'll quack us : 
Their preſcriptions may drain, £ 
But we'll fill up each vein 0 
By the n noſtrums of Bacchus. 


By ſycophant ſtate, ſee the meaneſt made great, 
» Spice of plain dealing merit endeavours, 
That jilt, madam Fortune, is boodwink'd moſt cer- 
tain, 
And ſcatters at random her n. 
Come, lads of true ſpirit, 
Pay courtſhip to claret, 
That power the greateſt will make us: 
Can penſion, or pope, 
No, nor ribband, or rope, 
Liſt us up like the bounties of Bacchus? 


Ye lads, when you need with the fair to ſucceed, 
With bumpers begin your love's trial ; 
It emboldens the mind, in the lady you'll find 
*'T will drown all the force of denial. 
Drink, drink, in your prime, 
Toſs a bottle to Time, 


He'll 


E 
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He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
Our decay we prevent, 
His wounds we cement, 


By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus. 


Nem. Con. let us join in the praiſe of good wine, 
Whilſt miſers midſt millions dread dying, 
Whilſt lovers are mourning, and ladies are ſcorning, 
We're love and death equal defying. 
Obſerve tho? the toaſt, 
Leſt our liquor be loſt, 
And death *midit a bottle o'ertake us; 
To be even with him, 
Fill each glaſs to the brim, 
For we'll die with a bumper of Bacchus. 


SONG 69. Tune, Derry down, &C, 
HEN Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and 


mirth, 


Wich vineyards had planted the face of the earth, 


Tho' nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his ſway, 


Some, drunk with his bounty, deny'd to obey. 
Derry down, &c6. 


He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhal'd his force, 
Silenus was ſutler, lord Pan led the horſe ; 
The Ganges they paſs'd, came in ſight of the foe, 
And ſtruck them all dead without ſtrikir a blow. 


*T'was Pan did the feat, put their troops in a 
fright, 
For he lily ſtole into their camp over night; 
And while they lay fleeping, not dreaming ſuch mat- 
ter, 
He drew off their wine, filled their flaſks up with 


water, 
F 3 Next 
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Next morn when they woke, and their bottles pull'd 

out, 

The firſt gulp they took put them all to the rout; 

They trembled from monarch to the meaneſt me- 
chanic; 

From whence comes the phraſe, to put men in a 
panic. 


Ve heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid, 
Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 
Could you with mere water march fearleſs to war? 


The buck of the Greeks, Alexarder by name, 
As much by his drinking as fighting got fame: 
He was ſure of the victory, lads, you muſt think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer'd to drink. 


By foul pale-fac'd villains, who only drank water, | 
Great Cæſar was dragg'd to the ſenate-houſe ſlaugh- 
ter : 
Had they drank what they ought, they'd have __ 
their deſign, 
And no more ſpilt his blood, than we bucks ſpill our 
wine, x 


Tiis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our youth, 
Kept conſtant to claret, they're conſtant to truth ; 

On the virtues of wine we may ſafely depend, 

He who ſticks to bis bottle, will ſick to his friend. 


"Tis wine (like the ſun) that invigorates our hours, 
Wine blooms our complexions, as Sol blooms the 
flow'rs; . 


And as birds grateful ſing, when he ſpreads h's bright 
rays, 

So we bucks, in full chorus, chaunt bright claret's 
praiſe. 


Mark 


E 
Mark each roſe, when the ſun's from the horizon fled, 
Shats his leaves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his head; 
When his wine's gone, each buck thus as ſad will be- 
come, 
Folds his arms, gives a ſigh, hides his head, and ſkulks 
home. 


Ä ů „„ ae. ies —— 


SONG 70. Tone, The Hounds are all out. 


By G. A. STEVENS. 


ONTENTED I am, and contented [I'll be, 
'$ For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plentiful ſtor'd. 
My brave boys, &e. 


My vault door is open'd, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Tap that caſk, ay, that wine we will try, 

Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 

And as bright as her checks to the eye. 


In a piece of ſlit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, | 
Twill light us each bottle to hand, 

The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 

For ] hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
I fit my companions among, n 
Like grape bleſſing Bacchus, the good-fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong, 


We are dry where we ſit, tho' the oozing drops ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 

From the arch mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taite ſtream, 
Like ſtucco work cut out of moſs, 


My 


[ 68 ] 


My cellar's my camp, my ſoldiers, my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 

When I calt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


I charge glaſs in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot-like bled ; 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'Il drink dead. 


Sound that pipe, 'tis in ture, and thoſe bins are well 
Fll'd, 
View the heap of Champaigne in your rear; 
Von bottles are Burgundy, ſee how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


"Tis my will when J die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic Jacer be grav'd on my ſtone, 

But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 

And write, that H;s DainkinG is done. 


SONG 71. Tune, By Jove I'll be free. 
HO! I love you, yet think not my judgment fo 


weak 
To doat on your waiſt, or your roſe- dim pled cheek ; 
The black curlipg locks which your white neck inlay, 
Your love-pouting lips, ot your eye darting rey: 
"Tis not for thoſe charms which ſo common are ſeen, 
Tis ſomething more ſecret—but gueſs what I mean, 


Platonics corporeal embraces diſdain, 
Their mental enjoy ments no paſſion profane; 
The mind of a miſtreſs perhaps may enchant, 
Yet ſlill fleſh and blood will mere fle {h and blood want: 
Each ſex ſighs for more than to ſee and be ſeen ; 


What more is't they figh for? why—gueſs what I mm. 
| an 
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Can a dinner's warm fleam fill the hungry with 
cheer! | | 
Or the fight of a bank dry up poverty's tear ? 
The jinghng of guiaeas, or fame of a feaſt, 
They care not to hear of, unleſs they cou'd taſte : 
*T'is thus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, 
But what he can taſte of, that's—gueſs what I mean, 


We, wiſe-ſeeming mortals, five ſenſes retain 
In the pay of the will, to be pimps to the brain; 
One ſenſe, like the ſerpent, devours all the reft, 
As man's moſt inclin'd to hear, ſee, ſmell, or taite : 
But to touch is the point, —yet I'll not be obſcene, 
For to touch is no more than to—gueſs what I mean. 


How ſweet the ſenſation ! how thrilling the bliſs, 
When, breaſt joining breaſt, we blend ſouls in a kiſs! 
All madneſs the lover, the fair all delight, 

Ev'ry ſenſe then in one ecſtatic unite: 

What's that ſenſe of all ſenſes? why—here drops the 
X ſcene, 
"Tis ſomething that's certain, but—gueſs what I mean, 


** — 


SONG 72 Tune, Farewell to Lochabar. 


H E ſportſman may boaſt of his well- ſcented 
. hound; 
Each day let the coxcomb in dawdling confound; 
The ſtateſman may vaunt of political ſchemes; 
Let poets be iool'd by their fancy- form'd dreams: 
Let night-wzſting learned their volumes unfold, 
Give the toper his bottle, the miſer his gold; 
Gainſt learning, wealth, dimking, wit, ſtate, I pro- 
teſt, | | +4 V8 


'Tis woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt. 
Tho? 


2 % 
Tho? birds, io ſhrill ſymphonies, ſing o'er our heads, 
And Flora's gay paintings enamel the meads ; 
Tho' the fruits are ſo pleaſant, ſo thick grow the 
trees, 
So warm ſhines the ſun, and ſo cool breathes each 
breeze; 
The odour of ſpices, the pure cryſtal ſtream, 
Each nice giſt of nature, I nobly eſteem ; 
'Ye birds, fruits, ſpice, flowers, can ne'er ſtand the 
teſt 
With woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt. 


In fickneſs, in priſon, in want, in deſpair, 
What woe can we feel, if fond woman is there? 
The noſtrum of nature, the med'cine of life, 

In ev'ry affliction, the cure is a Wife: 

But think not, ye fair, that theſe praiſes are paid 
To the miſer-like virgin, the green-ſickneſs maid ; 
Tho? ſo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperſect's your plan, 
And you uſeleſs exiſt, till you're finiſh'd by Man, 


th. 
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SONG 73. Tune, Sing Tantarara, toaſt all. 


OW Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars, 
And fair-fac'd commanders ſleep fearleſs of 
1 ſcars, | 
Lads, liſt under Lowe, and your leſſons I'll teach, 
To the breaſt- work advance, and then batter. in 
breach, | | 
| Sing Tantarara, toaft all, 


"Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Cupid's campaign our foes are all fait; | 
As fair let us fight, and make proper ſeizure ; 
Here's ſucceſs to our enſign, % Standard of PLEA — ha E. 
ome, 


©. 
Come, my lads, to your lips the brimming glaſs 
lift, 
May we never want courage when put to a ſhift! 
And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 


May we kiſs where we pleaſe, and ſtill pleaſe where we 
kiſs ! 


The wif of the ſpor!/man ſhall next be recounted, 
Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted ; 
The lover in this toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 

For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the hare. 


Ye ſportſmen, whoſe ſtomachs for feeding are fit, 
Call the coo# here, I'll give you four hams on one ſpit ; 
And left you ſhould think yourſelves not fully fitted, 


Here's the meat that beſt baſtes ite, when "tis beſt 


ſpitted. 


Come, my lads, once again let your glaſſes be ſeiz'd, 
Here's the eye that weeps moſt, when tis beft and moſt 
pleas'd ; 
And ſtill to go on with the favourite theme, 
Here's to dying virginity, unction extreme. 


May our miſtreſſes always be pleas'd to receive, 
And carefully fave what we bountiful give, 
And (when keeping time) to depart we are ready, 
May our dying be happy, revival be ſpeedy ! 


One health more, my brave boys, with your leaves 


I muſt teach, 
In view let's have pleaſure, but ne er out of reach: 
Here's the neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's beft friend, 
The bird who his life in that neſt loves to /pend. 


Let's now toaſt ſome females; the firſt my mule 
greets, 


I; the Bookbinders's wife, that well fitches in Seti. 
4 Next 
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Next, the brown female reaper, who tight keeps her 
i hand in, - 


So well does her work, not a handful leaves landing 


Here's the miller's wife's muſic, worth all other 
tones, 
When the fluice is ſit open, and ftrong grind the flones, 
Call the maker of baſkets, his wife's worth a bottle, 
She'll grip the bark down, and yet ſafe keep the wattle, 


To the Laſi, auho's Jamd-like, be a bumper replete, 
Who fill wags ber tail, as ſte taſtes of the teat : 
Here's the coa/ hole of Cupid; may every buck win it! 
And co all, equa! Joy in the critical minute,, | 


Here's the nice/? houſe- maid, who ſtill on her guard, 
To heep the ſtones clean, and well ſcour the yard ; 
And her architect ſiſter, the joy of the people, 
Wha the flones can replace, ibo ſhe pulls down the ſiceple. 


The young female e hbymiſt, by natural heat, 
The efence of life from ſuch quarters can get: 
But, of all the fair females, the girl ] moſt prize, 
Is the ſkilful fur'd female, he judge of a—Size. 


Now a truce with our toaſts; no one more I' name, 
Since we've enter'd the liſls to protect love's black game. 
Here's the centry, who keeps at the Cockpit command; 
And naked at midnight uncover'd will fand, 


Remember, lads, life's but a ſummer's ſhort day, 
So while our youth ſhines, Tet us joyous make hay : 
Joy is all that we live for, let's equally ſhare it; 
- Here's the Harwveft of life, Love, Wit, and good Claret, 


SONG 
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SONG 74. 


SK me not how calmly I 
All the cares of life defy ? 
How I baffle human woes? 
Woman, woman, woman knows, 


You may live and laugh, as I; 

You, like me, may cares defy ; ' 
All the pangs that heart endures, 
Woman, woman, woman Cures, 


Aſk me not of empty toys, 
Feats of arms, and drunken joys ; 
I have pleaſure more divine, 
Woman, woman, woman's mine. . 


Raptures more than folly knows, 

More than fortune can beſtow :; 
Flowing bowls, and conquer'd fields, 
Woman, woman, woman yields. 


- Aſk me not of woman's arts, 
Broken vows and faithleſs hearts ; 
Tell me wretch, who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman lives. 


All delights the heart can know, 

More than folly can beſtow ; 
Wealth of worlds, and crowns of kings, 
Woman, woman, woman brings. 


—4 
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SONG 75. 


Damſel, I'm told, 
Of delicate mould, 
Whoſe father was dead, to enrich her, 
Of all her fine things, 
Lace, ribbons, and rings, 7 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her twitcher, poor girl, 


Priz'd nothing ſo much as her twitcher. 
| G The 


L174: 3 


The youths all around, 
With courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every art to bewitch her: 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd 
By any thing elſe but her. rwirchor, poor K't te 
By any thing, &c. 


Each offer'd ” pelf 
In exchange for herſelf, 
If to him the parſon might ſtitch her, 
But til ſhe reply'd, 
She'd never be iy d 
To any thing elſe but her aitcher, poor gil, 
To any thing, &c. 


But Cupid grown wild 
To ſee himſelf ſoil'd, 
Reſolv'd to find ways to bewitch her, 
And humble her pride, 
Whatever betide, © / - 
He ſcorn'd to give. way to. the witch, poor girl, 
He ſcorn'd, &c. ON 


Briſk Strephon the young, 
Whoſe amorous tongue 
Was baited with words to bewitch her, 
The god did prepare 
To combat the fair, 
And try'd to out- rival the twitcher, poor girl. 
And try'd, &c. 


Voung Strephon drew nigh her, 
And fluſh'd with deſire, 
Try'd kiſſes and oaths to bewitch her, 
He prattl'd and toy'd ; | 
But kill ſhe reply'd, 
Piſh, let go the hold of wy twitcher, poor girl, 
Piſh, let go, &c. 


But 


C261] 


But this cunning ſpark 
So well took his mark, 
He found out the way to o'er-reach her; 
He gave her a trip, 
Which happen'd to ſlip 
The myſtical knot of her twitcher, poor girl, 
The myſtical, &c, 


And thus having ended 
The thing he intended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her? 
She cry'd, No, no, no,: 
But yet I can't go; 
Now do what you will with my twitcher, dear boy, 
Now do, &c. 


W —_— — — 


very pretty fancy, a brave gallanta ſhowe, 
| A very pretty fancy, a brave gallanta ſhowe, 
E juſt come from France, a very pretty fancy, 
E juſt come from France, toute nouveau. 


De firſt ting de true picture of de great magnificent city 
of Londre, 

Dat fill every part of the world with ſurpriſe, pleaſure, 
and vondre: 

Here de cunning French, de viſe Italian, and Spaniard 
runne, 

And vere can they go elſe, morbleu, to get quarter of 
de money? | 


And for de diverſions, dat 'make'a de pleaſure for dis 
great town, | 
Dey be ſo many, ſo fine, ſo pleaſant, ſo cheap as never 


was known; 
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Here be de Hay-market, vere de Italian opera do 


ſweetly ſound, 


Dat coſt a de brave gentry no more as two hundred 
touſand pound, 


Here be de famous comedians of the vorl, de troupe 
Italien, 

Dat make a de poor Engliſh veep, becauſe dey vil 
troupe home agen; | 


De toder place be mademoiſelle Violante ſhew a tou- 
ſand trick, 


She jump upon de rope ten ſtorie high, and never 
break her neck. 


Here be de viſe managers ſhew all de viſdom of deir 
brain, 


Dat make a de fine ting of Vagnar and Abericock in 


Drury-lane. 
See how dey turn about, for their own diverſion, in de 
f flying chair: 
So prodigious entertainment vil never be dis touſand 
year. 


14 
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SONG 77. In the Br OARS Or ERA, by Gar. 
Tune, O! Beſſy Bell. 


Cuxsz attends that woman's love, 
Who always wou'd be pleaſing: 
The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling, is but teaſing, 


What then in love can woman do? © 
If we grow fond they ſhon us; 
And when we fly them, they purſue, 


But leave us when they've won us. 
SONG 
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SONG 78. | Nox$EnSICAL Folks. 


TRIiFLING ſong you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended; 
All trifling people draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately have come into-play, 
The men would want ſomething to do, 


And the women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in dreſſing ? 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſling, 
That eminent trifle, a beau; 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin is rifled, 
But a trifle ſhall part them again, 


What mortal man would be able 
At White's half an hour to fit ?. 

Or who could bear a tea-table, 
Without taking trifles for wit? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles, we ſee; 

White rods are no trifles, I'm ſare, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place, 
Where trifles abundantly breed, 
The levee will-ſhew vou his grace 
Makes promiſes trifles indeed. 
G 3 
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A coach 
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A coach with fix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifles nor ſin : _ 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous trifle within ? 


A flaſk of champaigne, people think it, 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad ; 

But if you'll contrive how to drivk it, 
You'll find it no trifle, be gad. 


A parſon's a triſſe at ſea, 
A widows a trifle in forrow'; 
A peace is a trifle to-day, 
Who knows what may happen to-morrow ? 


A black coat a trifle may cloak, 

Or hide it a red may endeavour ; | 
But if once the army is broke, 

We aa have more rifles than ever. 


The age i is a trifle, they 1 

The reaſon pray carry a long, 
Becauſe that at every new play, 
The houſe they with trilles do throng, 


But with people's malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a foot, 

The author of this is a trifle, 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. 


SONG. 79. 


CopBr xx there was, and he liv'd in a all, 

Which ſerv'd him for e for kitchen, and 
hall; 
4 | No 
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No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 


No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate: 
Derry down, down, down, derry down, 


Contented he work'd, and he thought bimſelf happy, 
IF at night he could purchaſe a jug of brown nappy ; 
How he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and fing too moſt - 
ſweet, | 
Saying, juſt to a hair I made both ends meet : 
Derry down, &c. 


But love, the diſterber of high and of low, 

'That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau: 

He thot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart; 

I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble part: 
Derry down, &c. 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 

Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 

Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when he roſe every day 

That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way : 
Derry down, &c. 


He ſung her love-ſongs as he ſat at his work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: 
Whenever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would 
fleer, | | | 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair : 
Derry down, &c. 


He took up his awl that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd ; 
He pierc'd thro? his body inſtead of the ſole, 
So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll: 

Derry down, &c. 


And 
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And now in good will I adviſe, as a friend, 
All coblers take warning by this cobler's end : 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's 
paſt, 
That love brings us all to an end at the laſt : 
Derry down, &c, 


* 
— 


SON G. 80. 


RISE, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown'd, 
Riſe from your urns, and ſave your dying ſtory; 
Your deeds will be in duck. oblivion drown'd, | 
For mighty William ſeizes all your glory. 


Again the Britiſh trumpet ſounds, 
Again Britannia bleeds ; 

To glorious death, or comely wounds, 
Her god-like monarch leeds, 


Pay us, kind fate, the debt you owe, 
Celeſtial minds from clay untie; 
Let coward ſpirits dwell below, 
Ard only give the brave to die. 


— 


8 ONG 81. Ture, Omnia vincit amor. 


S I went forth to view the ſpring, 
Which Flora had adorned 

In raiment fair; now ev'ry thing 

The rage of winter ſcorned ; 
I caſt mine eye, and did cfpy 

A youth who made great clamour, 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 

Ah! Omnia vincit amor. 


Upon 
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Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm'ring river, 
And mournfally his doleful ſong 
Wi.h ſighs he did deliver. 
Ah! Jenny's face, and comely grace, 
Her looks that ſhin'd like lammer, 
Wich burning rays have cut my days; 
For, Omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy een, like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun out- ſhiaing, 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make me die with pining. 
Durſt I complain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 
Woſe beauties rare, make me with care, 
Cry, Omnia vincit amor. | 


Ye cryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning ! 

Ye fragrant fields, and meadows wide, 
Condeman her for her ſcorning : 

Let ev'ry tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her : 

Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! Omnia vincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She lorg had been admir'd, 
And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
Wh' of life now makes me tir'd. 
Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail, 
He cou'd not ſpeak, but ſtammer: 
He ſigh'd full ſore, and ſaid no more, 
But, Omnia vin: it amor. 


AA * 
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* When I odſ-rv'd hm near to death, 
it I ran in haſte to ſave him; 
But quickly he rehga'd his breath ; 

So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now, for his ſake, this vow I'll make, 
My tongue ſhall ay defame her: 
While on his hearſe I'l] write this verſe, 

Ah! Omnia vincit amor, 


Straight J conſider'd in my mind 
Upon the matter rightly, 
And found, tho* Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 
For warlike Mars, and thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 
Did ever prove the ſlave of love, 
For Omnia vincit amor. 


E Henee we may ſee th' effects of love, 
| | Which gods and men keep under, 

| | That notbirg can his bonds remove, 

1 Or torments break aſunder: 

1 Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 

| 


To learn this from his grammar ; 
3 His heart's the book where he's to look, 
| 1 For, Omnia vincit amor. 
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SONG 82. 


RIGH T was the morning, cool was the air, 
1 B Serene, was all the fk, 
3 When on the, waves I left my dear, 
f The center of my joy; 
Heaven and nature ſmiling were, 
And nothing ſad but J. 
| Each 


Tf; 
Each roſy field did odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the ſhore; 
Each river-god roſe from his bed, 
And ſigh'd and own'd her pow'r; 
Curling their wavcs, they deck'd their heads, 
As proud of what they bore, 


So when the fair Egyptian queen 
Her hero went to ſee, 

Cnidus ſwell'd o'er her banks with pride, 
As much in love as he. 


Glide on, ye waters, bear theſe lines, 
And tell her how diſtreſt: | 
Bear all my ſighs, ye gentle winds, 
And waft them to her breaſt : 
Tell her if e'er,the proves unkind, 
I never ſhall have reſt. 


— — 


SONG 83. 


Y the mould of your bubbies, ſo round and ſo 
white, 
By the mould of your neck, where my arms would 
unite, ado os ks SY 
By whatever mould elſe you have. got out of ſight, 
I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly! ,. 


By the kiſs juſt a ſtarting from of thy moiſt lips, Z 
By the delicate up-and-down jut of thy hips, - 
By the tip of thy tongue, which all tongues far out- 
tips, 
I beſeech, &c 


By 


( 84 ] 
By the down on your boſom, on which my ſoul dies, 
By the thing of all things, which you love as your 
eyes, 
By the _ you lie down with, and thoſe when you 
riſe, 


I beſeech, &c. 


By all the ſoft pleaſure a virgin can ſhare, 

By the critical minute no virgin can bear, 

By the queſtion [ burn moſt to aſk, but don't dare 
I beſecch thee to hear me dear Molly! 


SON G. 84. 


USY, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'ſt thou ſip and fip it up: 
Make the moſt of life-you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 
Life is, &c. 5 5 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt' ning quick to their decline, 
Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, 
Tho' repeated to threſcore : 
Threeſcore ſummers when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 

Will appear, &c. 


— 
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Y the gaily circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs; 
By the hollow ca ſk are told 
how the waining night grows old. 


Soon, 


] 
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Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſports away : 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care! 'twas made for you. 


o 


SONG 36. 


LEST as th' immortal gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the * 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile ! 
So ſpoke the eaſtern maid ; 
(Like thive, ſeraphic were her 1 


That in Circaſſia's vineyard ſtray d, 


And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 


A thouſand fair, of high deſert, 

Strove to inchant the am'rous king; 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 

And taught the royal bard to ſing. 
Clarinda thus our ſong inſpires, 

And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt Izys : 
But while each charm our boſom fires, 


Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe. 


Her mind, in ev'ry grace complete, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human fill: 
Her majeſty, mix'd with the ſweet, 
Let ſeraphs ſing her, if they will. 
Whilſt wand'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 
We all that's perfect in her view, 
Viewing a ſüter of the ſky, 
To whom an adoratlon's due. 


FI 


SONG 
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C AN love be controul'd by advice ? 


Can madneſs and reaſon apree? 
O Molly! who'd ever be wiſe, 
If madneſs is loving of thee ? 


Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte; 
Let me ſeize on old Time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of life while they laſt, 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Brifk Jove will improve ev'ry joy: 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs ; 
Too late may repent being coy. 


Then Molly for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till all our beſt blood does run cold ? 
Our youth we can have but to-day, 
We may always find time to grow old, 


ä 


* 


FYOME all ye young lovers, who, wan with 


deſpair, 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair, 
Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms, 
And tell them, *tis heaven to lie in their arms: 
Be wiſe by example, take pattern from me, 
Far let what will happen, by Jove III be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, 
For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free. 


Voung Daphne I ſaw, in the net I was caught, 


I 1y'd, and I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught: 
I preſs'd 
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I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon; 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon; 
She vow'd ſhe was ruin d: I ſaid it might be: 
I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove P11 be free, &c. 


The next was young Phillis, as bright as the morn 3 
The love that I proffer'd, ſhe treated with ſcorn. 
I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
That none can be handſome, but ſuch as are kind; 
Her pride and ill nature was loſt upon me; 
For, in ſpight of fair faces, by Jove I'll be wo Ke. 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys, 
Calm peace I delight in, ard fly from all note ; 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, *tis ſare a ſtrange rage, 
Like birds they fing belt when put in a cage: 
Confinement's the devil, *twas ne*er made for me, 
Let who will be bond-ſlaves, by Jove I'll be free, &c. 


Then let each briſk hunmper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and beautiful laſs, 
Who's yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool : 
Let vs bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 
For, in ſpight of grave leſſons, by Jove I'll be free, &c. 


— 


— 


SONG gg. 


OM E, let us prepare, 
We brothers that are 
Aﬀfembled on merry occaſion, 
Let's drink, laugh, and fig, 
Our wine has 4 ſpring : | 
Here's a health to an accepted maſon. 
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The world is in pain, | 
Our ſecret to gain, 
But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on; 
Fill they're ſhewn the light, 
They'!l ne'er know the right 
Word or fign of an accepted maſoy. 


*T is this and *tis that; 
They cannot tel! what; 
Why ſo many great men in the nation 
* Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one | 
With a free and an accepted maſon, 


Great kings, dukes, and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 

This our myſl'ry to put a gocd grace on; | 
And ne'er been aſham'd, q 
To hear themſelves nam'd 


With a free and an accepted maſon, 


Antiquity's pride 
We have on oar ſide, 
It makes each man juſt in his ſtation: 
T here's nought but what's good | 
To be underſtood 
By a free and an accepted maſon. 


We're true and ſincere, 
And juſt to the fair, 

They'll truſt us on ev'ry occaſion ; 
No mortal can more 

| The ladies. adore 

Than a free and an accepted maſon. 


; Then join hand in hand, . 
'A To each other firm and, 
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Let's be merry, and put a bright ſace on; 
No mortal can boaſt 
So noble a toaſt, : 
As a free and an accepted maſon. 


SONG 90. 


E AR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure . 


You treat me with doubts and diſdain, _ 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain: 
Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs would vaſtly improve; 
Your ſighs and your ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition's the ſun- ſnine of love: 
And tho? the bright beams of your eyes 
Shou'd be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was day, 


Old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 
You've often regarded with wonder 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-cy'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder; 
Together they totter about, 
Or ſit in the ſun at the door, 
And at night, when old Parby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a whiff more. 
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No N nor wit they poſſeſs, 
Their feveral failings to ſmother; 
Then, what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each o her ? 
Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments which youth did beſtow ; 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of our bleſſings below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Nor ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of fuch raptures as theſe; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 


SONG. 91. 


LY Care to the winds, thus I blow thee away, 
I'll drown thee in wine if thou dar'ft but to ſtay, 
With bumpers of. claret my ſpirits I'll raiſe ; 

Fll laugh, and I'll ſing all the reſt of my days. 


God Bacchus this moment adopts me his ſon, 
And, inſpir'd, my breaſt glows with tranſports unknown. 


The ſparkling liquor new. vigour ſupplies, 
And makes the nymph kind, who before was too wiſe. 


Then, dull ſober mortals, be happy as me, 

Two bottles of claret will make us agree, 

Will open your. eyes to ſee Phillis's charms, 

And, her coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe'll fly to your arms. 


SONG. 
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ATR Tris I love, and I hourly die, 

But not for a lip, nor a languiſhing eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For J am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe ; 

We neither believe what either can ſay, 

And neither believing, we neither betray. 


"Tis civil to hear, and to ſay things of courſe ; 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe: 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

T think not of Iris, nor Iris of me: 

The legend of love no, couple can find, 

So eaſy to part, or ſo equally join'd. 


SONG 93. | 
OR TH from my dark and diſmal cell, 
Or from the dark abyſs of hell, 


Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain.. 


Fears and cares oppreſs my ſoul; 
Hark! how the angry furies howl ! 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam bad. 


Through the world I wander night and-day 
To find my ſtraggling ſenſes : 

In angry mood I met old Time, 
With his penttaeuch of tenſes, 


When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no man: 

In vain with cries I rend the ſkies, 
For pity is not common. 
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Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help! help! or elſe T die! 
Hark | I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman 'gins to whiltle ; 
Chaſte Diana bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to briſtle. 


Come Vulcan, with tools and with tackle; 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle ; 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my ſenſes again, 


Laft night I heard the dog ſtar bark ; ; 
Mars met Venus in the dark; 
Limping V ulcan heat an iron-bar, 
And furiouſly made at the god of war: 
Mars with his weapon laid about: 
- Limping Vulcan had got the gout; | 
His broad horns did ſo hang in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim bis blows aright. 


Mercury the nimble poſt of heaven, 
Stood ſtill to lee the quarrel ; 
Barrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 
Beſtrid a ſtrong beer barrel: 

To me he drank whole butts, 
Until he burſt his guts, 

But mine were ne'er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, 
A little drink for charity. 


Hark! I hear Acteons hounds ; | 
The huntſman whoop and hollow, 

Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowmanz 
All the chace do follow, 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 
Eats powder'd beef, turnip, and carrot ; 


But 


= 


But a cup of Malaga ſack 
Will fire the buſh at his back. 


SONG 344. 


RE E from confinement and ſtrife, 
F I'll plow thro' the ocean of life 
To ſeek new delights, 
Where beauty invites, 
But ne'er be confin'd to a wife, 
The man that is free, 
Like a veſlel at ſea, 
After conqueſt and plunder may roam; | 
But when either confin'd | 
By wife or by wind, | 
Tho' for glory deſign'd, | 
No advantage they find, | 
But rot in the barbour at home. 
5 | 


SONG 95. 


Uardian angels now protect me, 
Send to me the ſwain I love; 

Cupid with thy bow direct me, — 
Help me, all ye pow'rs above. | 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, | 
Tell him I love and I deſpair ; | 
Tell him, for him I grieve, | 

Say 'tis for him I live; | 


O may the ſhepherd be ſincere! 


Thro' the ſhady groves I'll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night; We: | 
Near the brink of yonder fountain | 

Fuſt Leander bleſs'd my fight ; 
Witnefs. 
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Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes, repeat the vows he ſwore : 
Can he forget me, 
Will he negle& me, 
Shall I never ſee him more! 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nymph more fair ? 
If *tis ſo, I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. 
Some lonely-cave I'll make my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue : 
The lark and Philomel 
Only ſhall hear metell 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


— —_ 


' SONG 96. By Gar. 


O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 
My Chloe's boſom grace: 

"How happy ſhould I prove, 

How happy ſhoald I prove, 

Might I ſupply that envy'd place 

With never-fading love, 

With never-fading love, 

There, Phcenix like, beneath her eye, 

Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 

More fragrant roſes there, 

. More fragrant roſes there; 

I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 

With envy and deſpair, 

With envy and deſpair : 
One common fate we both muſt prove, - 
You die with envy, I with Jove, 
You die, &e. 

SONG 
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OW gentle was my Damon's air 

Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales; 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign, 
And yet that cruel taſk is mine. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme, 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 

The hills, &c. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flacks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flow'r in pity droops it head ;- 
All nature does my loſs deplore, 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain, 
All, all, &c. 


—_—— _ 


SONG 98. 


ATL Windſor, crown'd with lofty tow'rs 
Where nature wantons at her will, 
Decks ev'ry vale with fruits and flow'rs, 
With waving trees adorns each hill : 
Like Mars with Venus in his arms; _ 
Like his thy ſtrength, like her's thy charms, 


Like his, &c. > 
ike his, Whes 
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When o'er thy plains I ſtretch mine eyes, 
Pleas'd with thy proſpects unconfin'd, 
A thouſand ſcenes before me riſe, 
A thouſand beauties charm my mind : 
Tho' different each, yet each agrees, 
Nor this, nor that; but all things pleaſe. 
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| Thus Wap views his lovely fairy.) | 
i From charm to charm in raptures toſt 
F Yet not her face, nor ſhape, nor air, 
[ Nor yet her eyes tranſport him moſt ; 
| But *tis the heavenly finiſh'd whole, 
With matchleſs grace delights his ſoul. 


AIL, Greenwich, crown'd with ſweet delight, 
| Throughout thy parks diſplay'd, 

| T here nature's laviſh charms invite 

1 Each youth and blooming maid, 
| To taſte the joys of rural ſhade, 

Where nought but love and mirth invade, 


Where nought, &C, . 


Thy ranging groves of lofty trees 
With ſpreading ſhades repel 

The heat of Fhcoebus' ſultry rays : 
There feather'd ſongſters dwell, 

In pleaſing emblems of true love, 

Melodious warbling through the grove. 


Each riſing hill new proſpects yields, 
And captivates the mind; 

The grazing flocks, the pleaſant fields, 
Yield raptures unconfin'd; 

Fair Flora paints the verdant ſcene, 


And decks with fragrant ſweets the green. 
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The ſilver Thames gude gently by, 
With peace and plenty crown'd; 

Its glitt'ring ſurface cheers the eye, 
Green oziers mantling round, 

With wanton wavings as it goes, 

Ja various forms new beauties ſhews. 


From hill to dale, from dale to grove, 
Thy ſplendors ſhine around, 
That viewing each we fully prove 
| Tranſporting joys abound; 
Whilſt ecſtacy inſpires the ſoul, 
And praiſing one, we praiſe the whole. 


— — 


_— 


SON G 100. 


APP hours, all hours excelling, 
When retir'd from crowds and * 
Happy is that filent dwelling, 
Fill'd with ſelf- poſſeſſing joys. 


Happy's that contented creature, 
Who with feweſt things is pleas'd, 

And conſults the voice of nature, 
When of roving fancies eas'd. 


Every paſſion wiſely moving, 
Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale ; 
Every ſtate of life improving, 
That no enxious thoughts prevail. 


Happy man who thus poſſeſſing - 
Life with ſome companion dear, 
Joy imparted ſtill increaſes, 
Griefs when told ſoon diſappear. 


SONG 
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E comes, he comes, the hero comes! 


Sound, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the drum; 


From port to port let cannons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare; 

Loud, loudly rend the echoing air: 
From pole to pole your joys reſound, 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd. 


__— 
Ld 
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T TAIL Maſonry, thou craft divine! 
| Glory of earth, from heaven reveal'd ; 
Which doth with jewels precious ſhine, 

From all but Maſons eyes conceal'd. 
Cho. Thy praiſes due who can rehearſe 
Ia nervous proſe, or flowing verſe ? 


As men from brutes diſtinguiſhed are, 

A Maſon other men excels ; 

For what's in knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his breaſt ſecurely dwells ! 


Cho. His filent breaſt, and faithſul heart, 


Preſerves the ſecrets of the art, 


From ſcorching heat and piercing cold, 
From beaſts whoſe roar the foreſt rends, 
From the aſſaults of warrior bold, 
The Maſon's art, mankind defends. 
Cho, Be to this art due honour paid, 
From which mankind receive ſuch aid. 


Epfigns of ftate, that feed our pride, 
Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! 
By Maſons true are laid aſide ; 
Art's free-born ſons ſuch toys diſdain. 


Cho. 
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Cho. Ennobled by the name they bear, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the badge they. wear. 


Sweet fellowſhip, from envy free, 
Friendly converſe of brotherhood, 
The lodge's laſting cement be, 
Which has for ages firmly ſtood. 
Cho. A lodge thus built, for ages paſt, 
Has laſted, and will ever laſt. 


Then in our ſongs be juſtice done' 
To thoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
From Jabel down to Burlington, 
And let each brother bear a part. 
Cho. Let noble Maſons health go round, 
Their praiſe in lofty lodge reſound. 


9 
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SONG 103. 


ARK, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale, 
Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, 
To charm us to barter for ignoble reſt ; 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt : 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſman is, Hark, hark; away; 
Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys ? 


Haſte, haſte, let's away; ſo to horſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 

Where meaner delights to more noble give place ? 
While onward we preſs, and each.forrow defy, 

From valley to valley re-echoes the cry: 

Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrows we fear, 

We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old Care: 
Forgetful of labour we leap o'er the mounds, 

Led on by the horn and the cry. of the hounds.. | 
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| ARK! the bonny Chriſt. Church bells, 
ls 2, 3. 4, 5, 6, 
They ſound fo woundy great, 
So wond'rous ſweet, 
And they troll fo merrily, merrily. 


Hark ! the firſt and fecond bell, 
That every day at four and ten 
Cries, come, come, come, 
Cries, come to pray'rs; 
And the virger troops before the dean. 


Tingle, tingle, ting goes the ſmall bell at nine, 


To call the bearers home ; 
But the dev'l a man 
Will leave his can, 


Till he hears the mighty Tom, 


"oF þ 1 
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SONG tog. 
H E that will rot merry merry be 
. 


With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 


y he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt. 


Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here: 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year ? 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a penny in his purſe, 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He 


F wor Þ 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her. noiſe. 


Let bim be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be 
With his miftrefs in his bed, 
Let him be bury'd in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. | 


Let him be merry, &c. 
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OW brimful of nothing's the life of a beau! 
They've ng to think of, they've nothing to 
do 


Nor nothing 10 tall of, for nothing they know : : 
Such, ſuch is the life of a- beau, Kc. 


For nothing they riſe but to draw the freſh air; 

Spend the morning in nothing but curling their hair; 

And do nothing all day, but fing, ſaunter and ſtare: 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For nothing at night, at the play-houſe they crowd, 
To mind nothing done-there, they always are proud; 
But to bow and to'grin, and talk nothing aloud; 

Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For nothing they ran to th“ aſſembly and ball, 
And ior nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call; 
For they ſtill muſt — beaſted, who' —— at all : 


Such, ſuch is, &c. 
12 For 


| 
: 
| 
| 
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For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear ; 

For they*ve nothing to hope, nor they've nothing to fear; 

They can do nothing no where, who—nothing are here: 
Such, ſuch is, ke. 2 


. 


SONG 107. In the MiI IEA or MansFiELD, 
By Mr. DopsLsey. | 


OW happy a ſlate does the miller poſſeſs, 
Who would be no greater, nor fears to be leſs. 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringiog at court. 
Which is, &c. | 


What the' he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 


The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau; 


A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 


Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 


Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A palm more polite may as diruly deal, 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 


What then, if a pudding for dinner he Jacks, 
He cribs without ſcrople from other men's ſacks; 
In this fort of right noble example he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 


Or ſhou'd he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he mimicks the tools of the ſtate ;. 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
As all his concern's to bring griſt. to his mill, 


He 
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He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dry, 


And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing; 
If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king? 


—ͤ— 
— 


SONG 1608. 


O W pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the wat'ry main; 
o treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But cheerfullly ſpends all his gain, 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and noneſty true, 
And wou'd not commit a baſe action 
For power and profit in view. 


Chorus. Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſu: h glittering toys ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding : 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 


Cho. Then why ſhould, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 


Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great, 


The 
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The various bleſſings of nature 
In various nations we try; 
No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die, 


Cho. Then why ſhould, &c, 


— 
Sad. = — — — — . 


so NG 109. Tune, 84 LL v. 


Au in truth 
A country youth, 
Unus'd to London faſhions ; 
Yet virtue guides, 
And ſtill preſides 
O'er all my ſteps and paſſions, 


No courtly leer, 
But all fincere, 
No bribe ſhall ever blind me: 
If you can like 
A Vorkſhire tike, 
An honeſt man you'll find me. 


Tho? Envy's tongue, 
With ſlander hung, 
Does oft belye our county ;. 
No men on earth 
Boaſt greater worth, 
Or more extend their bounty. 


| Our northern breeze 

; With us agrees, | 

| And does for buſineſs fit us; 

SOT In public cares, 

f ove's affairs, 

| With honour we acquit us. 
| A noble 


1 
A noble mind 
Is ne'er confin'd 
To any ſhire or nation; 
He gains moſt praiſe, 
Who beſt diſplays 
A generous education: 


While rancour rolls 
In narrow ſouls, 
By narrow views diſcerniog ; 
The truly wiſe 
Will only prize 
Good manners, ſeoſe, and learning. 


SONG tio. 


Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
This many and many a year: 

And theſe are three plagues enough, I ſhould think, 
For any poor mortal to bear. 

*'T was love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me fall into debt; 

And tho? I have ſtruggl'd and ſtruggl'd and ſtrove, 
I cannot get rid of them yet. 


There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of ail my pain; 
"Twill pay all my debts, 
And remove all my lets; 

And my miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me and love me again: 


Then, then I'll fall to my loving and drinking again, 


SONG 
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SONG 111. The Dowx RIGHT Lovss. 


Love thee, by heavens, I cannot ſay more; 
Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling ; 
If thou yield & not at once, I muſt een give thee o're, 
For I'm but a novice at fooling. 


What my love wants in words, it ſhall make up in 
deeds, | | 
Then why ſhould we waſte time in ſtuff, child ? 
A performance, you wot well, a promiſe exceeds z 
A word to the wiſe is enough, child, 


T know how to love, and to make that love known, 
But I hate all proteſting and arguing : 

Had a goddeſs my heart, ſhe ſhould een lie alone, 
If ſhe made many_words to a bargain. 


I'm a quaker in love, and but barely affirm 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying ; 

Pr'ythee be thou ſo too, ſeek for no better term, 
But e' en throw thy yea or thy nay in. 


J cannot bear love like a chancery ſuit, 
The age of a patriarch depending; 

Then pluck up a ſpirit, no longer be mute, 
Give it one way or other an ending. 


Long courtſhip's the vice of a pblegmatic fool, 
Like the grace of fanatical finners, 

Where the ſtomachs are loſt, and the victuals grow 
| cool, | 
Before men fit down to their dinners. 


SONG 
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SONG 1158. 


F I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 
Let this be my fate in a fait country town; 
May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears 
away, 


Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


In a country town, by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance on which I may look ; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ri s out a mile. 

May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon, nor teal, 
And clean, tho' coarſe, linen at every meal. 

May I govern, &c. 


With a pudding on Sunday, with ſtout humming li- 
quor, 
And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar ; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 
To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &c. 


With courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 

And when I am dead, may the better ſort ſay, 

In the wore when ſober, in the ev'ning when mel- 

ow 

He's gone, and han't left behind him his fellow ; 
For he govern'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 

SONG 
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SONG 113. 


F gold could lengthen life, I ſwear, 

It theo ſhould be my chiefeſt care 
To get a heap. that I might ſay, - 
When death came to demand his pay, 
Thou ſlave, take this, and go thy "ye 


But ſince life is not to be bought, | 
Why-ſhould I plague myſelf for nougbt; 
Or fooliſhly diſturb the ſkies 

With vain complaints or fruitleſs eries ? 
For if the fatal deſtinies 

Have all agreed it ſhall be fo, 

What good will gold or c+.ng do. 


Give me, to eaſe my thirſty ſoul, 

The joys and comforts of the bowl ; 
Freedom and health, and whilſt I live, 
Let me not want what love can give; 
Then ſhall I die in peace, and have 
This conſolation in the grave, 


That once I had the world my ſlave. 


SONG 114. 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment ? 

If a poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my content? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain: 
Or repent ev'ry morn, when I know *tis in vain ? 

Yet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens the heart; 


J take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 
By jolly complexion I make my joy kncwn, 


[ 109 
But oh ! how I'm bleſt! when ſtrong it does __ 
By its ſovereign heat to expel that of Jove ; 
When in quenching the old, I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as ſtill want a name. 


— 


8 ON G 115. 


N good king CuARLES's golden days, 
| When loyelty no barm meant, 
A zealous high-church-man I was, 
And ſo I got preferment. 
Toteach my flock I never miſt, 
Kings are by God appointed : 
And thoſe are d:mn'd that do reſiſt, 
Or touch the Lord's anointed ; 
And this is law, I will maintain 
Until my dying day, Sir, 
That whatſoever king ſhall reign, 
I will be vicar of Bray, Sir. 


When royal Jamgs obtain'd the throne, 
And pop'ry grew in fathion, 

The penal laws I hooted down, 

- And read the declaration: , 

The church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well my conſtitution; 

And nad become a j-tuit, 
But for the revo'ution. 

And this is law, &c. 


When WILLIAM was our king declar'd, 
To eaſe the nation's grievance ; 

With this new wind about I ſteer'd, 
And ſwore to him allegiance ; 


Old 


L mio ] 
Old principles I did revoke, 
Set conſcience at a diſtance; 
Paſſive obedience was a joke, 
; 2 jeſt was non- reſi ſtance. 
| And this is law, &c. 


| When gracious ANNE became our queen, 

| The church of England's glory, 
Another face of things was ſeen, 

And I became a Tory: 
Occaſional conformiſt's baſe, 

I damn'd their moderation, 
And thought the church in danger was 

By ſuch prevarication. 

And this is law, &c. » 


When Georcr in pudding-time came o'er, 
And moderate men look'd' big, Sir; 
I turn'd a cat-in pan once more, 
And ſo became a Whig, Sir; 
And thus preferment I procur'd 
By our new faith's defender ; 
And almoſt ev'ry day abjur'd 
The pope and the pretender. 
And this is law, &c. 


= 
uae doe 


Th? illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 
Acd proteftant ſucceſſion, 
To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep poſſeſſion: 
For in my faith and loyalty, 
I never more will faulter, 
And Gonk my lawful king fhall be, 
Unleſs the times ſhould alcer 
And this is law, I will maintain 
Until my dying day, Sir, 
Tbat wbeiſoever king ſhall reign, 
I will be vicar of Bray, Sir. 


SONG 


-” 
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SONG 16 


N fpite of love, at fength I find 
A miſtreſs that will pleaſe me, 
Her humour free and unconfin'd, 

Both night and day ſhe'Il eaſe me; 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind ; ; 
"Tho? ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind ; 
Then drink, and never ſpare it, 

Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you through all her naked charms, 
Heer little mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 

And uſe her like a lover ; 

Such liquor ſhe']l diſtil from thence, 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd ſenſe ; 
Then kiſs, and never ſpare it, 
*Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But, beſt of all! ſhe has no tongue, 

Submiſſive ſhe obeys me; 

She's truly better old than young, 

And (till to ſmiling ſways me; 
Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, 
And has a moit delicious ſmack ; 
Then kiſs, and never ſpare it, 

*Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, 

Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
Clap your hands about her waiſt, 

And raiſe her up behind, Sir; 
As for her bottom never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink, and never ſpare it, 
*Tis a bottle of good claret, 

K 2 
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SONG 117. LEr's Br JOVIAL. 


OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes, 
1 Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 

Who'd for love or beauty pine ? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 
More than Phillis has, tho' going 
In the moment to be kind, 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council board : 

He ſubdu'd the world by drinking 
More than by bis conqu'ring ſword. 


* — 


SONG 118, Tune JorLY MorTaLs, &c, 


E T's be jovial, fill our glaſſts, 
Madneſs 'tis for us to think, 
How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are ſway'd by chink. 


Let not ſuch vain thoughts oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare; 
We are all as rich as Craeſus, 
Drink away, and drive off care, 


Wine will make us freſh as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget ; 

Come let's fuddle all our noles, 
Drink ourſeives quite out of debt. 


When 


| 
| 


T ] 
When grim death is looking for us, 
We're carouſing o'er our bowls, 
Bacchus joipiog in the chorus, | 
Cries, death, be gone! here's none but ſouls. 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death, away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding 
Drinking ſouls can never dis, 


SONG. 119. 


E T ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe; 
And money be the miſer's wiſh, 
Poor ſcholars ftudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh : 
"Tis wine, pure wine, revives ſad ſouls; 
Therefore fill us the cheering bowls, 


Let minions marſhal ev'ry hair, 

And in a lover's Icok delight, 
And artificial colours wear : 

Pure wine is native red and white. 
"Tis wine, Ke. 


The backward ſpirit it makes bra ve, 
That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſa ve, | 
And kindneis flows from cups brim-ſall. 
*Tis wine, &c. . 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth ;. 
But they want nothing that are drunk. 
Tis wine, &c. 
K 3 SONG 
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SN 12. 


OVE's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights; 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content > 
That falſe joy which now bewitches, 

M hen obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 


Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


. 


S N66. 121. 
A favourite Two Part SonG, Set by Mr. Travers, 


The Words by Marr. PxIOR. 


HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to re- 
treat, R 

As full of champaigne as an egg's full of meat, 

He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he fnid, 


He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 


« Trim the boat, and ſit quiet!” ſtern Charon re- 


ply'd; 
« You may have forgot—you were drunk when you 
| r 5 


SONG 


ms ] 
SONG 122. 


APP 's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn ; 

But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover, 
Ye regiſters of heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile: 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon e bar-a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow.. 


But buſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all my anguiſh, 
She is too good to [et me languiſh : 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll nat envy 
The folks that dwell above the (ky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. 


SONG 
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SONG 123. Fairen and Wing, 
Sung by Mr, Girsox, at Vauxhall. 


Enjoy life how they may 
pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; 
Go the world well or ill, 
Tis the ſame with me ſtill, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs. 


L E T the grave and the gay, 
* 


Thbe lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lie, 
And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 
So Ill Rand by my friend and my glaſe, 


New life wine inſpires, 
And creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


The earth ſacks the rain, 
The ſun draws the main, | 
With the earth we are all in a clafs 
Then enliven the clay, 
Let us live while we may, 
And I'll ſtand by my friend and my gas 


"Tis friendſhip and wine 
Only life can refine : 

We carc not whate er comes to paſs 
Wun courtiers, or great men 
There's none of us ſtateſmen: 


Come here's to our friend and our glafs, 


SONG 
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SONG 124. Lovx and AFFECTION, 
Surg by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. YaTEs. 


W HEN youth mature to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 
From vein to vein love's light'ning flew, 
With pleafing, painful ſmart: 
My boſom dezr content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; 
The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd love and ſweet affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What cou'd a ſhepherd do? 
And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 
Was not the way to woo. 
At length I told the lovely maid, 
I hop'd ſhe'd no objection 
To talk (while round her Lambkins play'd) 
Of love and ſweet affection. 


A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 
A tluth devoid of guile, 

« And what from me, can you expect?“ 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile. 

« How many nymphs have been betray'd, 
« Through want of calm reflection? 

& Then don't my peace of mind invade 
«+ With love and ſweet affection.“ 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In weolock's bands let's join; 

My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 
My ſoul itſelf is thine. 


To 8 


— 


* 


> _ —— — 
— — — — 
a. — r 

— — . 


. ² A w 
—— 2 2 


2 


—— —— 


— — —— 


y= "I 


Cine: 17 
To church I led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 
And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare 
With love and ſweet affection. 


— — 


SONG 125. Sung by Mr, Cooks, 
| at Sadler's Wells. 


Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 
As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 
My oog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
And my miſtreſs is fond of each fellow ſhe meets: 
Yet, ia ſpite of her arts, I'l] not make the leaſt ſtriſe, 
But be cherry and merry, and happy thro life. 


So miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaze ; 

Her freedom ſhall never imbitter my glee, 

One woman's the ſame as another to me: 

So, in ſpite of ber airs, I'll not make the leaſt firife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? life. 


J laugh at the wretches who ſlupidly pine 

For falſe hearted gypfies they titte divine; 

At worſt of my love: fits no phyſic I aſk, 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk; 

For go things how they will, I'll not make the leaft 
ſtrife, N 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life, 


The girl that behaves with good humour and ſenſe, 
Shall ſtill io my heart have the warmeſt pretence; 
And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and betray, 
Ip honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away. 

"Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtrife, 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 
| SONG 
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SONG, 126. A Huxrime Sons. 
Sung by Mr. BAR, in ArorLo and DATHNR. 


HE ſun from the eaſt tips the meuntains with 
| gold, 
And the meadows all ſpangled with dew drops be- 
hold; 

The lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's cheertul ſummons rebukes our delay : 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlaves of the ſtate hun: the ſmiles of the court; 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence {til} give us a zeſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 

The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame, 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 

Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 

All the bleſſing we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 

With hounds and with horns, thro' the woodlands to 
roam, 

And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at nr” 
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With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, folow, the hounds in full cry. 


8 ON 127. Sung by Mr, VArzSõ in the 
| Car RICIous Lovers, 


[ H O' my features, I am told, 
| Are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt; 
Not a wrinkle 15 there, 2 

| Which is furrow'd with care, 
| And my heart is as light as the beſt, 
When I look on my boys, 
| They rencw all my joys, 
| Myſelf in my children | ſee; 

While the comforts I find 

In the kingdom, my mind, 
4 Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days I was young, 

| Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 

29 The laſſes came flocking a- pace; 
But now turn'd of threſcore, 

I can do ſo no more 


Why then let my boy take my place, 


Of our pleaſares we crack ; 

| For we ſtili love the ſmack 

And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Why ſhoald we repine | ? 

| You've had your's I've had mige, 
And now let our children begin, 


2 2 | SONG 
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SONG 128, Sung by Mr. Bzaxy, in Lovz 


IN a VILLAGE, 


HERE was ajolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 
He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, 
No lark more blithe than he; 


And this the burden of his ſong 
For ever us'd to be, 

I care for nobody, no not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 


— 
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SONG. 129. Sung by Mrs. MArrocks, in 


Love IN A VILLAGE, 


U PID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
| Take the helpleſs lover's part: 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 

To reward a faithful heart, 


Jaſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 

Tyrants of more cruel kind, 

Thoſe who would enſlave the mind; 
Cupid, god, &c. 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; 
_ Childiſh mummery at beſt. 
Happy I in humble ſtate ! 
Catch ye fools, the glitt'ring bait, 
Cupid, god of, &c. 


L © SONG 
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SONG 13s. Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love 
| IN A VILLAGE. 


O ONS K ne'er bluſh for a trifle like 
this; 

What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs? 

The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 
Wou'd do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place; 
No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 

To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee: 

That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe : 

We all love a pretty girl under the roſe. 


— — — 
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8 ON G n13r. Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in 
THOMAS AND SALLY, Set by Dr. Arne. 


IFE's a garden, rich in treaſure, 

Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth: 

There lie joy, contentment, pleaſore ; 
But 'ts love that gives them birth, 


That warm ſun its aid denying, 
We no happineſs can taſte; 

But in cold obſtruction lying, 
Life is all one barren waſte. 


—— 


bm 


SONG 132. Sang by Mr. DunsTaL, in Lovs 
IN A VILLAGE. 


Plague of theſe wenches! they make ſuch a pother, 
When once they have let'n a man have his will ; 
 Fhev're always a whining for ſomething or other, 


And cry he's unkigd in his carriage. 
What 
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What thof he ſpeak em ne'ar ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on, 
You cannot perſuade 'em ; 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you—ad rot it! 
Their character's blaſted, they'r ruin'd, undone : 
And then, to be ſure, Sir, 
Their is but one cure, Sir, 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


— Cs 


$O NG: 133. Sung by Sig. PERETTI, in 
ARTAXERXES, 


N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known; 
And friendſhip in our riper years, 
Had twin'd our hearts in one; 


O!] clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 

Reſtore him with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


— 


SONG 134. Sung by Mrs. Pix ro, in 


ARTAXERXES, 


F o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 
A conquelt I beliey'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, 


And muſt be turn'd to hate. 
L 2 | Then 
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Then call not to my wav ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 
Which, ah! I feel to much inclin'd 
To take a traitor's part. 


# c Cv 2 - 


— 


SONG 135. Sung by Mrs. Pix ro, in 
ARTAXERXES, | 


ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity*s ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Exch ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy foft breaſt ; 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th? oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 

Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 

I, alas, at once have loſt : 
Father, brother, lover, friend ! 


m 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 

Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


SONG 


Written by Mr. CUnNn1NGHAM. 
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SONG 136. Mar, the MorkkR of Love. 
Set by Mr, Loxs. 


HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 

The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 

Hail May, as the mother of love. 


From the weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 

The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine ; 

The pinks by the rivalet's fide, TP 
That border the vernal alcove, 

Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the mother of love. 


May tinges the batterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; 
If the larks and the linnets now ſing, -. 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ftock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay ; 
Get your pipes, oh ! ye ſhepherds in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May: 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell ber ſoft tales, and he'll find 
That May is the mother of love. 


L 3 SONG 


—— — — — . —-——¼.' ͤ A — — — — — 
4 


15126) 
SONG 137. The Oaloix of Excitsy LIB ERA. 


Sung by Mr. Huvsos. 
The Words by G. A. STEvens. 


NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich neQar were quaffing; 

Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 

(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing): 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 

So none could his jokes diſapprove 
He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 

And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


& Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
«© Grows grievoully tired of late; 

« He ſays that mankind are much worſe than beſore, 
* So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 

Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the world, 
Ard ſhe hung it high up in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, Teview'd the globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth : 

Like a di'mond the whole with an atmoſphere bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth: | 

With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear ; 

What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 
And FaEetpon ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 
The bloſſoms of LIBERTY gan then to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: | 


Thus 
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Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty fo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n! 
We will while we've breath; nay, we'll graſp it in 
death, 
Then return it untainted to heaven. 


SON G 138, Set by Dr. Boyce, 


I D me, when forty winters more 
} Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 
When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong 
Now rolls impetuous on and free. 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps along; 
Then bid me court ſobriety, 


Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene 
Of rage and calm, of froſt and fire, 
Unerring guide, could only mean, 
T hat age ſhould reaſon youth deſire. 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume 
(Inverting nature's: law) to ſeize 
The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 
And join impoſſibilities? 


No !—let me waſte the frolic May 

In wanton joys and wild exceſ+, 
In revel (port, and laughter gay, 

And mirth, and roſy chea:tulneſs. 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 

And wine, the aid of "love, be near; 
All charms me thar to joy incites, 


And ev'ry ſhe that's kind, 1s fair, 
4 | SONG 
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SONG 139. A favourite DusT, and Chokus, 
in the Oratorio of Judas Maccaszus. 


E E the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums ; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him fing. 


See the godlike youth advance, 
Breath the flates and lead the dance ; 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the heroe's brow divine. 


SONG 140. A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs. 
ScoT, in the Coxscious Lovers. Set by Mr. 


Ba1lDoN. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 

If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content; 
Since [I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain ? 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate filence I make my love known: 
But oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

When, in firiving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is-beauty ! how ſweet are ber charms ! 
How delightful her embraces ! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

*Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes mult yield; 


For *tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 
SONG 
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SONG 141. 
The RoasT BEEF Or OLD ExnGLAND. 


A Cantata, taken from the celebrated Print of the 
ingenious Mr. HocarTH, 


RECITATIVE. 


7 "Fn at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, - 
(Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells) 

A meagre Frenchman, madame Gtandſire's cook, 

As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took, 

Bendipg beneath the weight of fam'd fir-loin, 

On which in vain he often wiſh'd to dine; 

Good father Dominic by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 

Who when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd; 

And as ihe ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

. Helick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addreſs'd. 


AlR, 
( A lovely laſs to a friar came, &c.) 


O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, © 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd fir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
Oa thee, e'en kings have deign'd to feed 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frog, and ſallad! 
ReciTa- 
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REC1TATIVE, 
| A half-2rv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
| Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen, 
Ike Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
| And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food; 
His morning's meſs forſook the (friendly bowl) 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole: 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief. 


Aix. 
| ( Foot's Minuet.) 

Ab, ſ:cre Die! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it is de roaſt beef from Londree; 

O! grant to me van letal bite. 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


RECITAT IVI, 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe brazen front his country did betray) 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
Buy honeſt means to gain his daily bread ; 
Soon as the well known proſpe he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd ; 


Alx. 
(Ellen a Roon ) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy that ſo light is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes, 


While 
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While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah, hard hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you ? 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
| ſtarving. 
ReciTaTivVE. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſat, 

Who fed his noſe, and ſeratch'd his ruddy pate; 
Bat when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown afide : 
With lifced hands he bleſs'd his native place, 

Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe: 


AIR. | | 
(The Broom of Cowaenknows,) 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, 


To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
_ When hunger is ſo great! 


O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 
I wiſh had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down. 


Ah, Charley ! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me ; 

J would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'a, 
E'er I had gang'd wi” thee. 


O the beef, &c. 


ReciTaTlve. 


But, ſee, my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite; | 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 


And whips, and chains, and tortures are not know n 
7 bo! 
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He * booked his ſize he could quickly attain. 
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Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


AIR. 


As once on a time, a young frog pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 


O the roalt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagarly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like z knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, Son, to attempt it your ſurely to blame: 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard, made him burſt, 


O the roaſt beef, 


Then Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The ox is Old England; the Frog is Monſieur ; 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never feas, 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 

To ſee the ſir- loĩn {moaking hot on our table, 

The French may e'en burſt like the frog in the _ 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the old Engliſh roaſt beef. 
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SONG 142. 


The Words made to a favourite Scoren Alx, in the 


Overture of Thomas Ax D SALLY. 


Sung by Mrs. PixTo at RaneLacn. Set by 
Dr. Arn. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came: 
But, tho? ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning-weel. 


Her milk- white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall ; 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel ; | 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender waſte 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe; 

He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Yet flill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd: 
Then puſh'd him from the rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 
He ſwore he meant her for his bride: 
"Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her ſpinning-wheel. 
| M SONG 
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SON G 143. Sung by Mr Lows. | 


Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'!] entwine, 
| And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 

1 Ins ſearch of a Venus no longer I' run, 

| ; But ſtop and forget her at Bcchus's tun. 


\ Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair; 

| "Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair; 

| For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs ? 


*Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
Ard lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart ; 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key, 


At the ſound of her voice ſorrow lifts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed; 
While age, in an ecſtacy, hobling along, 

Beats time with his crutch+to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 


The larg: | and deepelt that ſtands on the board: 
I'li fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 

Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 

SONG 144. 

Surg in the DouBLe DisaypPoINTMENT. 8 

2 

Hcrever I'm going, and all the day long, v 

Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, Ul 

find that my paſſion's ſo lively and firong, A 

I bat your name, when I'm filent, runs till in my ſong, C 

Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, B 


: Balinamone ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 
| Since 
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Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe ; 
] ſleep all the day to forget all my woes: 
Se hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 
By St. Patrick, I fear it will burn thro” my clothes, 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black beir for me, 


In conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petition your Jover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made bim your flavs. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me, 


On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how I'Il ſtrut and I 
ſtride! 
In a coach an ſix horfes with honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your fide, 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me, 


* 


—— 


SONG 145. Crux and IF RHIGENXIA. A Cantata, 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D. Set by Dr. Ax NE. 


RECITATIVI. 


N EAR 3 thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
ade 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 

Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 

'Thither retir'd from Phoebus ſultry ray, 

And lulPd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove : 
M2 He 
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He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the fleeping maid, 
He gap'd—he ſtar'd ! her lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue, 


Air, 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glzily boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene: 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene ! 


REciTATIVE. 


She wakes and ftarts—poor Cymon trembling ſtands 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands : 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear ; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! if 'tis you, I need not riſe; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
But thus with ecſtacy purſu'd his ſong: 


AIR. 


Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love- inſpiring mien, 
Thy love inſpiring mien; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
I die for Iphigene, 


S n ft 4 
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REeciTATIVE. 


Amaz'd, the liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his auk ard gait ; 
Bids-him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead; 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 


AIR. 


Love's a pure a facred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf control, 

And elevate, and elevate the human foul: 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of two long date; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, 

What angels do above. 


* 


SONG 146. Dur. 
Sung by Mr. BBA RD and Miſs You, 


H EN Phcebus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn ! 


When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain : 


But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the glo- 


rious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up bis head, 
And, winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed: 


M 3 


But 
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, oh ! 'tis in vain, *tis in vain that, he flies, 


That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 


_ cries; 


For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds ſurrounded 


he dies. 


SONG 147. 
Sung at VAUXHALL. Set by Dr. Agnes, 


URE Sally i is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherd glee; 
Not Mayday in its morning-drefs 
Is half ſo fair as ſhe; 

Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore; 
Ve bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip, 

Did you but know the ſweets, that dwell 

On Sally's love-taught lip : 

But, ah ! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 
The ripe temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, 
Like me you'll be undone. 


Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 

And lark-like hail'd the morn; 

More ſportive than the kids I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn ; 

To ev'ry maid love tales I told, 
And did my truth aver ; 

Yet ere the parting kiſs was cold 
I laugh d at love and her. 


But 
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But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray ; 

There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my ſoul away: 

Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope I ſee ; 

For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, % 
And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, , 

Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And ſtray'd I know not where: 

Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat; 
My lambkins loft, adieu! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. 


SONG 148. The UNION or Lovs AN D Wings 
Set by Mr. BAILDOR. 


IT H woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air ; 
For life without theſe, &c. 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enliven my ſoul ; 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

1 care not how much they my meaſures decline, 

Let *em have their own humour and I will have mine, 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love: 
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And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch from the 
vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half. di- 


vine, 


"Dit pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine; 


Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt tbou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 


My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs, 


FY 


SONG 149. Sung in the Cyayizr, 
USH about the briſk bowl, *cwill enliven the 


heart, 
While thus we fit down on the graſs : 
The lover who talks of his ſuffrings and fmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an als, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 


The wretch who firs watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 


 Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, Kc. 


The beau who ſo ſmart, with his well. powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 


Deſerves, &c. | 
Then 


(141 } 


The merchant from climate to climate will un, 


Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; 

And oft while he's wand'riog, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs, 
Claps the horns, &c, 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with braſs, 


Tho” he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 


There you, my good friend, are the als, 
There you, &c. 


The formal n who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 

The fick man a while may confide in his fill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs, 


But death, &c, 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
ba By turns take our bottle and laſs ; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
© Deſerves to be reckon'd'an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 


4 
** 
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SONG 150. Sung in LET RE. 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 


Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 


Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt ; 


Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 


Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


\ PX 5 


wee 

Qua maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd : 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 

Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 

The troubled in mind ſhall go cheerful away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ftream, and forget all your care, 
Drink deep of the flream, and forget all your care. 
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SONG 151. | 
Sung by Mr. Lowz. Set by Mr. Aznz., 
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Seek not at once in a female to find 

The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind; 
Let the fair one I love have but prudence in view, 
That, tho* ſhe deceive, I may {till think her true: 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleafing and clean ; 
Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 
By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, 
Nor indebted to paint—nor indebted to paint 
For white or for red for white or for red. 


. DIS .. av . * 
— — — — * - — — * 
—ñññ— — —— — ——— — — 

— 2 


= —— —u— — I — — 
= _ 1 — —_—_ = — — — 
— — — — — — 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt: 


May 


143 ] 
May her humour che taſte of the company hit: 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 
Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And I' love her for ever—I'll love her for ever 
I mear, if I can—l mean, if 1 can. 


SONG 152. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, at RantLacn. 


HE breed came forth frae the barn, 
| And ſhe was diting her cheeks ; 
How can I be married to-day, 

That ha? neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering too ? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en right muckle to do. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 
And was ſhe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry*d and aw ? 


What is the matter? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be ſcant o' claiths, 
We's creep the claiter together, 
And drive away the flees, 
The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles a woo ; 
We's fee a laſs of our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin blankets enow. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
The deel ſtick aw this preed ! 

I had ne a plack in my pocket 
The day I was made a breed, 


[ 144 ] 
My gown was linſey winſey, 
And ne'er a fark at aw; 
And you ha' gowns and buſkins, 


Mair than ane or twa. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came in frae the plough : 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And yele get geer enough ; 
The ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt : 
What wad ye ha', you jade? , 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed*s brother, 
As he came home ſhge the kye; 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Bad he known you as weel as I; 
For you're baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; 
Gin I ne'er ha' a better than you, 
I'ſe ne er ha' ane in my life. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's ſiſler, 

As ſhe ſat down by the fire; 

O gin | married to- neet, 
Tis aw that I'd deſire; 
But 1, pure girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 
I did not care what came o'me, 

So I had but a gude man. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 

And was ſhe not very weel off, 

To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 


3 | SONG 
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SONG 153. La Meitievas Mevricins, 
ICE of the town, fair Delia flew 


To contemplation's rural ſeat : 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great. 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor: 
All theſe ſhe had—*twas mighty well; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy world again 
She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind : 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour 
By turns her fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r 3 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething ſtill. 


Cities and N by turns were try'd; ' 
'T'was all, ye fair, an idle tale, | 
Delia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale: 
Behold, at once the gloom was clear'd ; 
Damen was kind ; and from that hoar 
Each place a paradiſe appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 


SONG 154. 
Love's ELZor. Set by Mr. BAT TISHALL. 


ARE WEIL, Tanthe, faithleſs maid, 
1 Source of my grief and pain, 
Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 


And fann'd love's kindling flame; ; 
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Yet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 
To Corydon's rich heir, 
Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair. 


Adieu, my native ſoil; ye vales, 
High woods, and tufted hills: 
Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales, 

Clear ftreams and cryſtal rills: 
Adieu; ye bring into my mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 
| | When Iphis found Ianthe kind, 
| | And pleaſure ſlrew'd his ways, 


| | Where diſtant mountains riſe, 
| In hopes that reaſon there may ſend 
| That aid ſhe here denies ; 
| | 'That time and abſence may efface 
! Her image from my breaſt, 
Which, while ſhe there maintains a place, 
Can never taſte of reſt, 


| Ere dawn wy homely ſteps I'll bend, 


| At. — 
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i SONG 155. Sung by Mr. Bzarp, 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
glaſs ; 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own; 
And, if you don't like them, why—let them alone, 


Altho? I have left her, the truth I'll declare: 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 

But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 

That makes it as good and as charmiog as ſhe, BAY | 
7 | 


| ( 147 J 
My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own : 
But, tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown : 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her lilies and rofes were juſt in their prime; 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 

But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
Toat we like it the better, the older it grows 


They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy d, 
And that beauty's infipid when once 'tis enjoy'd: 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy ; 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 

The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in Iove: 

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends : 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes and babies, and ſqualling and ftrife : 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing, 


We ſhorten our days, when with love we engage; 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 

But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the gra ve. 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 
She has left me, to get an eſtate, or a lord: 
But my bumper (regarding not title nor pelf,) 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by my ſelf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain: 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 


Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try. 
= AID SONG 
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SONG, 156. 
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Sung at VAUXHALL. Set by Mr. WorGan, 


0 UN G Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight; 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his fight ; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by .my ſide; 

He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide: 

I bid him depart ; but he, ſmiliog, ſays, No; 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The deuce, &c, | 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve; - 

] aſk him, what favour he hopes to receive ? 

His anſwer's a figh, while in bluſhes I glow : 

What mortal beſides him would plague a maid ſo ? 
What mortal, &c. 


This bank kno: he yeſterday brought from the wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake : 
Such trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow 3 - 
I ſare deſerve more for bis plaguing me ſo, 
a ſure, & Cc. | -3 38) 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 

And meets me each morn to conduct me again: 

But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him fo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd. with him ſo, | 


SONG 


C( ww 7k 
SONG. 157. 
Set by Dr. Axx z. The Words by Mr. PxIox. 


S Chloe came into the room t'other day, 
I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you ſtay ? 

In your life-time you never regarded your hour; | 
You-promis'd at two, —look, child ! *tis four; 
A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels ; 
"Tis enough that 'tis loaded with baubles and ſeals: | 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear. — | 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 

Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. | | 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe- bud fall'n into my neck: | 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 11 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, _ Lf 
On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made! 4 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 85 
That ſcene of delight with wonder ſuivey d, 

And forgot ev'ry word I defign'd to have ſaid. 
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8 O N G 158, - 
Sung by Mr. BRARD, in the MAlp or TRI MiLL. 


| 
HEN a maid, in way of marriage, | | 
Firſt is courted by a man, 4 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
Tis with pain the ſuiĩt's began, 


Tho'f maybap ſhe likes him maioly, 
Still ſhe ſha ms it coy end cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
L.eſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 
N 3 But 
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But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo; 

"Tis a different ſtory quite, 

And ſhe quickly buckles to, 
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SO N G 159. Sung by Mrs. CI BBE R, in THe 
WinTER's e Set by Mr. Micrazr AAN E. 


OM E, come, my 5 ſhepherds, our un we 
muſt ſnear, 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by Tuxury taught; 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For, Knowing no falſhood, we need no dſguile, | 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 

But we all the children of nature are bred: 

By her hands alone we are painted and dreſs'd, 

For the 1 will bloom when there's peace in the 
reaſt. 


Fhe giant, ambition, we never can dread; 

Oar roo fs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open your door; 
They ſm ile with the 1. and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſo'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the. flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel ; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 

And lea ve to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


Pa , 
SONG 
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SONG 160. 
Sung by Mr. Lows and Mrs, Lamys 


N W the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſy is my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts ; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys; 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


The ripe ſheaves of yellow corn 
Now my plenteous barn adorn; 
Tho” I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs ;. 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho? on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 
Tho fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove 
To deſerve thy Betty's love, 
Them I quit without regret, 

All my joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports our bridal day; 


8 1 152 } 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſy, fair and kind; 
And 4 laſs a huſband get. 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Riog the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul; 
May the ſun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 
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SONG 161. Sung in the Maſk of ALT RID. 


By Tuourson. 
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HE N Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſuvg the ſtrain; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


EXCH un in At SB So 


'The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 
Whilſt chou (halt flouriſſi, ſhalt fouriſh great and free, 
Thedread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeitic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreaofu] from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadfyl, &c. 

As the loud blatt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 


Rule, Britannia, &c. 


( 153 ] 
Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, | 
Thy cities, &c. „ 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, | 1 
And every ſhore it circles, thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. | j 


The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, I 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, i 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: | | | 

Bleſs'd iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties 1 

crown'd, 7 | 

And manly hearts to guard the fair. i 

. Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, | | 
For Britons never ſhall be ſlaves. a 
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SONG 162. The Country WEeDbinG, 


Sung at RANBLAGH. Set by Mr. HowarD. 


ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 
ſwain 

To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs crofling the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte? (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair majden, which way? 
Then ſtraight to this queſtion the oymph did reply, 
With a ſmile in her look and a leer in her eye, 
came from the village, and homeward I go; 
And now gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you 


know ? 
I hope, 


( 154 J 
T hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this ; 
I would ſee you ſafe home (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve. 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, I own, 
But I ſee no great davger,in going alone; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free 
For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too: 

And if you would like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part. 

Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men 
Vou'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young maiden the firſt thing you do. 


Oh! judge not fo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; 

To prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride; 

To morrow the parion (well ſaid, little ſwain) 

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain: 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid; 
The very next morn to be ſure they were wed: 

Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 

Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town. 


— ä 


SONG 163. 


Sung by Miſs STEVE NSN, at VauxHall. 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the 

5 lain; 

I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare *twas amiſs, 

And I'd often ſay No, when I long'd to ſay Yes, 


( 155 J 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame: 

Oh! take Le he cry'd, thou more fair than their 
eece; 

I could hardly ſay No, tho' aſham'd to ſay Ves. 

I could hardly, &c. 


Soon after, one morning, we ſat in the grove ; 

He preſs'd my hand hard, and in fighs breath'd his 
love; 

Then tenderly aſk'd if I'd grant him a kiſs ? 

I defign'd to have ſaid No, but miſtook, and ſaid Yes. 

I defign'd, &c. 


At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his breaſt ; 
Ye Gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt ; 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs: 
To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to ſay Ves. 
To prevent, &c. 


J ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life; 

I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife: 

Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
You muſt all die eld maids, if you will not ſay Ves; 
You muſt all die old maids, if you will not ſay Yes, 


SONG 164. The Nox-PazziLLE. 
| Set by Dr. Boyce, 


H E nymph that I lov'd was as cheerful as day, 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May; 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove; 
And her face was as fair as the mother of love; ha 
0 
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Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 
And receives gentle odours from flow'ry beds ; 
Yet warm in affection as Phœbus at noon, 


And as chaſte as the ſilver- White beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſnow, 

And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow; 

As clear as the ſtreams, and as deep as the flood; 

She, tho* witty, was wiſe, and, tho” beautiful, good; 
The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 


| She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flower, 


Which treaſur'd for me, Oh ! how happy was I; 
For tho" her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy! 


2 
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SONG 165. Sung in LL Iz 4, 
an ENGLISH OPERA, 


IT H ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen 
|; are ſeen, | P1930 1 
For their country they arm, their religion, and queen. 
How glorious their ardour to lay down their lives 
In defence of their freedom, their children and wives ! 


Ye tyrants, ye know not what liberty yields, 

How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects all our 
fields, | 

As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 

She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of our ſong. 


To liberty raiſe the bigh cheerful ſtra'n, 

Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main, 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 

Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


SONG 
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3 ON G. 166. Sung by Mrs. PixTo, in the 
BBGGARS OPERA,—Gar. 


IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground ; 

Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 

And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 


But when once pluck'd, tis. no longer alluring ; 
To Covent-Garden *tis ſent, as yet ſweet; 

There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


——— 


SON G 167, The ConTenTep Mirtzx. 
By Mr. CUNNINGHAM. 


Sung by Mr. Hupson, at RanzLacn, 


N a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
I With a mill and ſome meadows (a freehold 
eſtate) 
A well-meaning miller by labour ſupplies 
Thoſe bleſſings that nature to grand ones denies; 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content: 
Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, 
For he's honeſt—tho? daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


Ere the larks early carrol ſalutes the new day, 

He ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May ; 

He cheerfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 
O While 
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While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 


Of bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 
No fraud nor ambition his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works in there's n for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeckẽ d i in his 8 array, 

At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food ; 

And, tho' ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good: 


At night,. when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone, 


He quaffs at the ale-houſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill. 


SONG 168. 


O 


Sung by Mrs. An x E, at VAUXHALL. 


Set by Mr. M1cnasL Aus. 


THROUGH THE Woop, LADDIE. 


SanDY, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly t to mourn ; 


'Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me ; 


Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings ate clear, 


Vet nane of them pleaſes mine eye nor mine ear, 
V hen through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That 


While lav'rocks are finging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
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That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell; 
I'm faſh'd with their ſcorning 
Baith ev'ning and morning; 
Their jeering goes aft to my beart wi' a knell, 
When through the wood, laddie, I wander my ſel. 


Then flay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 
But quick as an arrow 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 

Wha's living in lauguor till that happy day, 

When through the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing 
and play. | 


” A 


80 NG 169. Taz Cnoics SeiriT's LorrERRVv. 
By HARRT HowarD, 


E national ſchemers, a while give me leave, 
A ſcheme I'H advance that ſhall no one deceive ; 
No humbug I mean, fet on foot by the great, 
Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of ſtate, 


No your tickets divide into ſhares, 

To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 

The wheel is good humour, the prize is—good wine. 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt accrue 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due. 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 
The cauſe Þll relate you, ſo juſtly admir'd. 


'Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave fill'd wich claret deſpiſes his chain; 
'Tis wine gives us wit, and ennobles our ſenſe, 


And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence, 
O 2 The 
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The hero aſpires to eonqueſt and arms, 
The lover deſpifes his miftreſs's charms ; 


The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the 21 'r giving juice of the vine. 


Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown ; 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree 

To take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 

To be happy for once—ſteal a crown from himſelf ; 

Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 

The whole courſe is a blank—here you're ſure of a 
prize. 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whoever may pleaſe, 

Leave your ſighing and care, here you'll quickly find 
eaſe ; | 

Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 

This ev'ning we draw, Sir, at—Comus's-hall, 


SONG 170. The Coxvzxr. 
Written by HanRY Howarn, 


2 Faitsernar ARE TROUBL'D, 


N ILE Whirf—d and wh. with cant and 


parade, 
Th' enjoyments of life and its pleaſures degrade, 
And draw from pure nature, men-gudgeons by ſhoals, 


'By that orthodox bumbog—the ſaving or ſouls ; - 
. er- 


ee 
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Permit me a wonder more ſtrange to declare, 
Of a youth, who but lately fell-—out of the ſnare: 
From whoſe early workings and manner ſo quaint, 
The faithful, with pleaſure, had mark'd for a ſaint. 


Twas paſt ten o' clock by that watchman old Time, 


When (as Satan would have it, who prompted the crime) 


A tavern being open, young Pious went in 

To preach to the wieked, and rail againſt fin: 

Some jolly ſpirits, whoſe only deſign 

Was to heighten their mirth by the help of good wine, 
His fancy ſo tickled and touch'd to the quick, 

That it cur'd his ſore conſcience of hl and Old Nick. 


From finging of hymns, he now alter'd his note, 
And a catch of good humour he ſoon got by rote: 
From ſighing and groaning, young Pious, thus won, 
Finds relief in the glaſs with good humour and fun : 
No more of your cant, the new convert now cries, 
Conviction and reaſon have open'd my eyes: 

Enjoy. what you can, boys, fince die we all muſt, 
The preſent we're ſure of the future—['ll traſt, 


_ — — 
hd 


$ONG 11. 
The ApmoniTion, By HARRT Howard. 


Tune, SURE A LASS IN HER BLOOM. 
O you that are lovers theſe lines I addreſs, 
Aitend to my ſong, wou'd you woo with ſuc- 


ceſs, 
Nor yon, ye bright females, my boldneſs deſpiſe, 


Since all mult be bold to approach your bright eyes, 
99 Firſt 
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Firſt mark well her humour, if ſerious or gay, -  : 
If ſhe's moſtly inclin'd to her dreſs or to play; 
Indulge her in each, for from this you will find, 
She'll approve your addreſſes, and ſooner be kind, 


If fond of her beauty, her paſſiom i is praiſe, 

By ſome gentle ſonnet your merit you'll raiſe; ; 
There ſing of her lips, her bright eyes, and her hair, 
And tell her not Venus with her can compare, 


| Shou'd ſome rival toaſt her dread envy provoke, 

Rail with her—then laugh in your ſleeve at the joke; 
If ſhe's partial, to pleaſe her, and flatter her pride, 
(Tho' gainſt your own conſcience)—be ſtall on her Fong 


Theſe rules, if obſerw d, will your petto befriend, 
For all female ſenſe is but pride in the end 
And this is the text, what they hke or deſpiſe, 
The ſame you muſt cenſure, the ſame ſeem to prize, 


5 8 0 N G 172. The Wo pine. Niecnr. 


H E N firſt I fav u my fair in bed, 
Her cheek with crimſon bluſhes ſpread, 
The bluſhes of a maid: 
How throbb'd with joy my am'rous breaſt, 
While Delia in my arms I preſt, 
Half yielding, half . 


At length my fair, at length I e 'd, 
No longer cruelly deny'd, | 
The mighty joy we prove; 
In ſearch of unexperienc'd bliſs, - 
Increas'd by ev'ry burning. kiſs, 
I I now attend my love. 


Then 


L 1630 
Then preſſing ſtill with eager haſte, 
The lovely ceſtus of her waiſt 
Was once for all unbound: 
Tranſported with the mighty joy, 


Alas! ſhe cries my glorious boy, 
What bliſs in love is found! 


'Thus lock'd within each other's arms, 
I rifled all my Delie's charms, 

Her charms are all divine : 
Around the till ſupporting tree, 
Thus faſten'd with eternal glee, 

Inclines the am'rous vine, 


SONG 173. The Caroics Spirims, 


Tune, STAND ROUND MY BRAVE BOYS. 


IT round, my brave boys, and aſſiſt my bad voice, 


k As loud to the world I declare, 
While a bumper can flow, that we'll ne'er ceaſe to 
fſhew 


How | joy ous the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


The ſoldier muſt arm at the trumpet's alarm, 
For battle he's bid to prepare; 

He our foes puts to rout, we the bottle put about, 
To ſhew what the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


The bucks the town yields, and the bucks of the fields, 
| Who are chacing the harlot or hare, 
No more riſques would purſue, but the bottle keep in 
view, 


Did they hunt where the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


| The 


| 


| 
| 
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The prude that pretends, that a man's touch offends, 
| And to die an old maid will declare; 
Did ſhe take a plaſs of this, ſhe would ne'er take 
amiſs, - 
To try what the Choice Spirits are, &c. 


Ye love- ſick poetic, ye poets dramatic, 
Ye buſkins who tragedy tear ; 
Leave the paper-waſting art, quit each rant, and each 
ſtart, 
And as Choice Spirits act if you dare, cc. 


From the tutor got free, alamode a Paris, 
See the fop with his puff powder'd hair; 

He'd his looking-glaſs forſake, if to drinking he'd 
take, 

And come where the Choice Spirits are, &c. 


By no party perplex'd, wit and wine is our text, 
Love and friendſhip then form up the ſquare ; 

Neither int'reſt old or new, neither Gypſy or Jew, 
Come under a Choice Spirit's care, &c. 


No more I'll rehearſe, But I'll here end my dere, 
Tho! it is on a ſubject ſo rare; | 

With a bumper before us, we'll ſing in full chorus, 
The Choiceſt of Spirits we are, &c, &c. 


— . 


SONG. 174. 
Tune, Sing Tantararara Maſks all. 


E well choſe Choice Spirits who blazon this 


throng, 
Offended be not at this joke of a ſong ; 
No party, profeſſion, nor ſex I provoke, 
No ſatire I ſing, for I ſing but in joke, 
Sing tantarara joke all. . 
© 


oo Ako — Py 
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Let Stoics pretend to ſet jeſts at defiance, 
Let ſchoolmen pedantical preach up for ſcience, 
Let ſelf-thinking wiſe ones a ſapience call, 


What's all that they know ? why a joke's worth it all. 
Sing tantarara &c. 


That life's like a ſong, preach the ſages of old; 
Poets make it a tale, by a poor ideot told; 
Gay calls it a jeſt, but 'tis proper each man 


Of this ſong, tale, or joke, to make all that he can. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


The lady obſerve, when the lover grows preſling, 
How faint ſhe-forbids his attempts at poſſeſſing! 
With a _— by love ſoften'd, ſhe cries 'tis provok- 


ing, 
O dear fir, be quiet; yet ſhe is but joking. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


When the tithe-taking prieſt would a biſhopric chooſe, 
The firſt time 'tis offer'd, in jeſt he'll refuſe 
He gravely cries, no; but, tho” gravely he ſpoke, 


When you ſee him a biſhop, you ſee *twas a joke. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


When the bait of electors, in Engliſh a bribe, 
Is offer*d, or thruſt on the vote ſelling tribe, 
They cry, O dear God! Why, my lord! nay, I've 
ſwore ! 
Yet they pocket the pelf, and are mad twas no more, 
- Sing tantarara, &c. 


Tho?” the wife may admit in her dull huſband's room 
The white ſtocking footman, or ſtable-bred groom, 
She don't think that her vow at the altar is broke, 


For ſhe meant by her marriage no more than a joke, 
Sing tantarara, &c, 


We 
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We are all made à joke of, by one or another, 
This drolls on his father, and that on his brother. 
By ev*ry day's practice, our wits have confeſs'd, 
That they ſooner would forfeit their friend than their 
zeſt. - 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


The joke thus goes on from our cradle to coffin, 
I be time fill'd between is fit only for laughing, 
The laſt joke I mention, I'm ſure you'll atteft ; 


For you all muſt allow that my ſinging's a jeſt. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


_—_—— 


SONG 175. 


HIS world is a ſtage 
On which mankind engage, 
And each acts his part in a throng : 
But all in confuſion, 
Mere folly, delufion, 
And, faith, nothing elſe but a ſong ; 
A ſong, a ſong, 
And, faith, nothing elſe but a ſong. 


The parſon ſo grave, 
Says your ſoul he will fave, 

And point the right way from the wrong, 
After piouſly teaching, | 
And long-winded preaching, 

And puts of his flock with a ſong, &c. 


The doctor he fills 
You with bolus and pills, 


With aſſurance to make you live long ; * 
t 
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But believe me 'tis true, 
The guinea's in view, 
And the reſt it is all but a ſong, &c. 


T he ſurgeon ſo bold 
His lancet doth hold, 
And ſlaſhes your body along; 
Small wonnds he enlarges, 
To {well up your charges, 
His art like the reſt is a ſong, &c. 


The ſoldier he rattles 
Of fieges and battles, 
And actions that he's been among; 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong, &c. 


The maſter he cries, 
See the clouds how they riſe, 
Up aloft, my briſk lads, it blows ſtrong; 
Boy, make us ſome flip, 
And I'il warrant the ſhip 
Will ſoon reach her port, is his ſong, &c, 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 
And moves his mellifluous tongue 
Twixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, | 
Then fink your eftate to a ſong, &c. 


The merchant is bent 
On his twenty per cent, 
To him journal and ledger belong; 
Commiſſion with charges, 
His profit enlarges, 
Till his balance may end in a ſong, &c. 


With 


— — — —  — _ 
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With powder and lace, 
And effeminate face, 
The gay fop behold ſtrutting along; 
Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 
At nothing he levels, 
But juſt a dance and a ſong, &c. 


The gentle coquet, 
She's all in a fret, 
In the morn if her toilet be wrong; 
The whole day ſhe will paſs 
To conſult her dear glaſs, 
And at dight die away with a ſong, &c. 


The ſurly old prude 
She will ſay you are rude 
For the bliſs tho' ſhe ſecretly long; 
But take her aſide, 
You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a ſong, &c. 


The courtier he ſmiles 
At the time he beguiles, | 
And feeds you with promiſes iong: 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you his friend, 
Tho he means nothing more than a ſong, &c. 


Then let us be jolly, . 
Drive hence melancholy, 

Since we are brave fellows among ; 
Taſte life as it paſſes, 
And fill up our glaſſes, 

And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 
A ſong, a ſong, 


And each honelt blade ſing a ſong, &e. 


3 5 SONG 
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S0 NG 176, A favourite Song, ſung by 
Mrs. Pix TO at RantLacn. 


H E gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the ſun, 
With heav'n-born tints of Iris's bow; 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide, | 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun | 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe. | 


Of [worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 
That from the tulip can ariſe, 
When parted from its glowing bed : 
While hid the vi'let charms the more. | 
Like incenſe in us native ſkies. | 
When cropt to grace the virgin head. | 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in nature's various robe : 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, 
Your virgin dignity o'er-pow'rs 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe, 
But ſweet compliance wake you wives. 


* — 


SONG 177. ; | 


T Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, | 
And it may be they dwell there flill, | 

Much riches indeed did'nt fall to their ſhare, | 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 22 

But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile or of arts; 

One daughter they had, and her name it was Bes 
And ſhe was the pride 2 * hearts. 


Nut- 
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Nut- brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, 

Her eyes were as black as a ſloe: 

Her teeth were milk-white, full ſmart was her gait, 
And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: 

All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd, 

A child, wet and cold, came and knock'd at the door; 

Its mam it had loſt, and it cry'd, 


Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg' d cloſe to her breaſt ; 

She chaf*d him all o'er, and ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt: 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize ? 
Why love, the ſly maſter of arts; | 
No ſooner he wak'd, but he dropp'd his diſguiſe, 

And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 


Quoth he, I am love ; but, oh, be not afraid, 
Tho? all I make ſhake at my will, | 
So good, and ſo kind have you been, my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill; | 
My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me till; | 
Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown- hill. 


0 _ 


SONG 178. | 
HE wicked wits, as fancy hits, all ſatirize the fair, 


In proſe and rhime, and ſtrains ſublime, their 
foibles they declare; h 
The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold, theſe prudiſh, 
ES thoſe too free, | 
Ye curious men, come tell us then, what muſt a wo- 
? | wes 


But 


man be 
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But hard's the taſk, and vain to aſk, where optics are 
untrue, 
The muſe ſhall here, th' indicted clear, and prove the 
crime on you: 
The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd on whom his 
wiſh was plac'd ; 
The fool deny'd, affects the pride, and rails (to be in 
| taſte). 


But not like thoſe the men of bliſs their ſure criterion 
7 ns 

Now wiſdom cries, my ſon ariſe, and vindicate the 
ſex; 

'Tis theirs to prove the ſweets of love, which other 
never ſhare, 

An evidence, that none have ſenſe, but who adore the 
fair . 


Ye lovely race, with ev'ry grace celeſtially impreſs'd, 

'Tis your's to quell the cares that dwell within the hu- 
man breaſt : 

At beauty's voice, our ſouls rejoice, and rapture wakes 
to mirth; 

For Jove deſign'd th' enchanting kind to form an hea» 
ven on earth. 


With ev'ry art to win the heart, ye dear inſpir: r$ 
try, 


Each native charm with paſſion warm, and Jet love's 
light'ning fly ; 

And hence, ye grave, your counſel ſave, which youth 
but ſets at nought, 


For women ftill will have their will; and fo I think 
they ought. 


P 2 SONG 
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SONG 179. Parner. 


XA days have been ſo won'drous fres 
The little birds that fly ; 
With carelefs eaſe from tree to tree, 
Were ſcarce ſo bleſt as I: 
Aﬀ gliding waters, if a tear 
Ot mine increas'd the ſtream; 
Or aſk the paſſing gales if e'er 
I ent a figh to them. 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught, 

The tender chains of ſoft deſire 
Are fix'd upon my thoght : 

And eager hope within my breaſt 
Does ev'ry doubt controul, 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confefs'd 
The fav'rite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 

Ye gentle ecchoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love: 

With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 

And make a young anpraQtis'd heart 
To be for ever mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her; 

'Tis true, the paſſion in iny mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs ; _ 

Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot with it leſs. 


* 
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But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
Or flights my well-meant love, 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 

A pain ſhe won't remove. 
Farewel, ye birds and lonely pines, 
Adieu to tears and fighs, 
I'll leave my paſſion to the winds 
Love unreturn'd ſoon dies. 


— 


SONG 180. 


LAB not what you ought to ſmothgr, 
Honour's laws ſhould ſacred be, 
Boaſting favours from another, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me. 


But, inſpir'd with indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, 
Ere I truſt my reputation 
With ſach fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal; 

He whom beauty crowns with pleaſure, 
Cautious would his joy conceal. 


Him with whom my heart I'll venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure ſave ; 
One where truth and prudence center, 
And as ſecret as the grave. 


— 4 — — 
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And borne the inſults and diſdain 
Of proud but handſome Melly. 


T4 


Nymph there lives, whom many a ſwain 
Has ſigh'd for oft, but ſigh'd in vain, 
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Around her throng'd the wits and beaus, 
With cringes, compliments, and bows, 


And dreſs, and oaths, and lies, and vows, 


All trove for lovely Molly. 


The charms that deck'd this fav'riie maid 


In verſe and proſe were ſung and ſaid: 

(For wits will write and beaus may read) 
O happy, bappy Molly! 

But fee triumphant beauty's pride 

In vain was wit and nonſenſe try'd, 

Beaus, fops, nay flatterers, were deny d 

By haughty, haughty Molly, 


So long coquetted the vain fair, 

Time, that e'en beauty ſcorns to ſpare, 

Stole e'er the eyes, the cheeks, the hair 
Of filly, heedleſs Molly. 

Paint, powder, patches are apply'd— 

No arts the fad diſgrace can hide: 

The fops forſake, the wits deride 
Their once-lov'd charming Molly. 


Unheeded now at ball or play, 
She hates the pretty, blames the gay— 
Ah! who one tender thing will ſay 
IT o poor deſerted Molly? 
Yet ſtill ſhe, ling' ring haunts the ſcene, 
Where once ſhe aQed beauty's queen, 
And ev'ry fimple heart had been 

The ſlave of tyrant Molly. 


At length with froitleſs hope worn out, 
She quits the giddy youthful rout, 
And turns ſo monſtrouſly devour, 
No ſaint was e'er like Molly. 
Vet, while this ſolemn garb ſhe wears, 
Each world by turns employs her cares, 
And ſlander, ſermons, cards, and pray rs, 
Divide ſtill wretched Molly. 


. 
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HERE (hill Celia fly for ſheſter, 
In what ſecret grove or cave? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave: 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ftarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Cupid ſhoots like Hayman's archer, 
Whereloe'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us not, 

Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot; 

Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer; 

Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader, 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion, thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grandmamma's miſtake ; 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake : 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns ; 
Mark my ſong upon your famplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


SONG 183. 


FN NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 


But burns for thee, my Peggy. / 
1 Von, 


1 
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You, greater bards, your lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay what ſubject is more fit, 

Tban to record the ſparkling wit 

And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, 
'That paints the dew beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 


And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 

He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 

He's not ſo beauteous as undreſt 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 

Or breatbes upon the damaſk roſe, 

It does not half the ſweets di ſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks 1'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 


With her a cottage would delight; 

All's happy when ſhe's in my fight ; 

But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, | 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 
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And when death lifts his pointed dart, 
To ſtrike the blow that rends my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 
Adieu, wy lovely Peggy! 


SON G 184. 


Nr UR E gave all creatures arms, 
Faithful guards from hoſtile arms; 
Jaws the lion brood defend, 

Horrid jaws that wide diſtend; 

Horns the bull, reſiſtleſs force; 

Solid hoofs the vig*rous horſe; 

Nimble feet the fearful hare ; 

Wings to fly the birds of air. 


To the fox did wiles ordain, 

The craftieſt of the ſylvan train ; 
Tuſks ſhe gave the grunting ſwine, 
Quills the fretful porcupine ; 

Fins to ſwim, the wat'ry kind ; 
Man the virtues of the mind ; 
Nature, laviſhing her ſtore, 

What for woman had ſhe more? 


Helpleſs woman! to be fair: 
Beauty fell to woman's ſhare; 
Beauty, that aor wants or fears, 
Swords, or flames, or ſhields, or ſpears; 
Beauty ſtronger aid affords, 
Stronger far than ſhields or ſwords ; 
Stronger far than ſwords or ſhields ; 
Man bimſelf to beauty yields. 


SONG 
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Ne nymph that trips the verdant YM 
With Sally can compare ; 

She wins the hearts of all the ſwaipe, 
And rivals all the fair : 

The beams of Sol delight and cheer, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll ; 

But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, | 

Her preſence bids the god of day 
With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare ; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail their ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks (while he ſwells his a 
The ſweetneſs of her voice : 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flowret ſeems to ſay, 
J but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn. to eve their tale; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale; 

Phe ſtream meand' ring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys; 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is turn'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No 


F 
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No more ſhall blitheſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural {port ; 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 

Nor muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 

When I forget to love. 


—— 
— — 
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AM marry'd, and happy ; with wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age; 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage : 
You may laugh; but, believe. me, you're all in the 
wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride; 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never fincere : 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
nterrupted by doubts and by fear: | 

But thoſe which-in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry embitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure, 


The love which ye boaſt of deſerves not that name, 
True love is with ſentiment joined;  - © 
But your's is a paſſion, a fey'riſh flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
When 
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When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 
Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſhort—** From a wife, TY IN 
« Who for cheerfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-natute I 
“ choſe, 
&© Which are beauties that charm us for life:“ 
To make home the ſeat.of perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 
And we find ourſelves bappy from morning to night 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. 


5 
_— — a 
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E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will, 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 
Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 
An honeſt verſe, that flows fincere 
And candid from the heart? 


Great is your pow'r; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage ; 

If, as ye all can make a net, 

Ye all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 
For who's to beauty blind? 

But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind ? 


* 


Attend 


10 


Attend the counſel often told, f 
Too often told in vain; | 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt ; 

Tho' beauty may the charm begin, 
"Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


SONG 188. 
W H heaves my fond boſom? ah! what can it 


mean ? 1 
Why flutters my heart, that was once ſo ſerene? | 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is 
| near? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face: 

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find! 

With thy "= I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy | 
mind, | 


' | 
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Untainted with folly, unſully'd with pride, | 
There native good-humour and virtue preſide ; 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 
With compaſſion for him, who without thee mult die, 


_—_— 
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HE laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
So bonny, blithe, and ga 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, : "” 
Hath ſtole my heart away, 


When | 


©; 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare- headed, on the green, 1 
Love 'midſt her locks did play, 19 
And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth ; 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn; 

To age it would give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand 

'Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An ecſtacy of bliſs, 

When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand, 

Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 

She did her ſweets impart 

Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd : 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 

Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd ; 

I wiſh'd her for my bride, 


Oh! had I all that wealth 
Hopetoun's high mountain's fill, 
Inſur'd long life and wealth, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
'The laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
Should ſhare the ſame wi'me. 
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Beſly Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes; 
They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brzy, 
And thick'd it over wi' raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint tap; 
She ſmiles. like a May morning, 
When Phcebus ſtarts frae Thetis' lap, 

The hills with rays adorniog : 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand; 
Her waiſt and feet's fu genty ; 

With ilka grace ſhe can command, 
Her lips, O wow! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like di'monds glances ; 
She a' ſae clean, redd and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blithe as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae graeefu' ſtill ; 
O Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 2 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
[5 Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bonny laſſes; 
Waes me; for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented ; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane-contented, 


Q 2 SONG 
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REeciTATIVE. 1 


O Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe fung 4 
The charms of heav'nly liberty, a 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free: 
His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain; 
Vet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain: 


AIR. 


Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the ſlow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leaflefs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell ; 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, fince by thee 
I firit was taught ſweet liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall cheer, 
With genial warmth the drooping year, 
I' tell, upon the topmaſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And, in my priſon, learn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet liberty. 


| Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care; 
That kind concern let Strephon ſhare : 4 
Slight are my ſorrows, flight my ills, A 
To thoſe which he, poor captive ! feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Vet ſtrives not for his liberty. 


SONG 
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H ROUGH all the employments of life 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother; 
Whore and rogue they call huſband aad wite ; 
All profeſſions be-rogue one another : 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 
And the ftateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honelt as mine. 


SONG 193. 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 

The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give; 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 

Pow'r and grandeur infipid, and riches a pain: 

The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 

Love and wine give, ye gods! or take back what ye 
gave. 


SON G. 194. 


ARE! 'tis I, your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind look, at leaſt, diſcover; 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on; 
Ab, you little cunning vixen ! 
I can fee your roguiſh ſmiles, | 
Q 3 Addſlids! 


[ 186 } 


Addſlids ! my mind is ſo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt: 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here, an you like it, 
Ready to ftrike it; 
There's, at once, an end of arguing : 
J am her's, ſhe is mine: 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


SONG 199. 


REciTATIVE. 


HE whiftling ploughman hails the bluſhing dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud ſings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 


AlR., 


Away, to the copſe lead away ; ; 
And now, my boys, throw oft the hounds : 
['ll warrant he ſhews us ſome play ; 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro? the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, my 
bloods : 
Tis a delicate ſcent- lying morn : 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
- Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find; 

So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us a diſtance behind, 


O'er 


[48743 


Oer rocks, and 95 er riyers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard darger and we ſcorn ; 

Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue ; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that he 
fled. 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn, 


SONG 196 


SUMMER, 


HEN caifies py'd, and violets blue, 
And cukoo-buds of yellow hve, 
And lady-ſmocks, all filver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckow, then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married man; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Uapleaſing to a married ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 

And merry larks are plowmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 

And maidens bleach their ſ\ummer ſmocks ; 
The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married man; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married ear. 

WINTER, 
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WINTER, 


When iſicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail : 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly ſings the flaring owl; | 
Tu- whit tu-whoo, tu-whit tu-whoo, a merry merry, 
note, L 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds fits brooding in the ſnow 

And Marian's noſe looks red and raw: 
Then roafted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nigh:ly ſings the ſtaring owl, 
Tu whit-tu-whoo, a merry merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


—_— 
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IT H early horn ſalute the morn 
That gilds this charming place; 
With chearſul cries bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hills around; 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal floods, 
All, all return th' enliv'ning ſound. 


SONG 


WW 
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WAY to the field, ſee the morning I-oks grey, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forcbodes a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 


Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue, 


How charming the fight when Aurora firſt dawns, 

To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawvs ; 

To welcome the ſun now returning from reſt, 

Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark, &c, 


But oh ! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds, 
Then hark, &c, 


See how the brave hunters with courage elate, 

Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 

Borne by their bold courſers no danger they fear, 

And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, &c, 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of fleeping in down; 

Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 

Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, &c, 


SONG 
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Hou, rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hunters all 
; WER 
We've got a iro*g ſcent and a fav'ring ſky; 
The horns ſprightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull ſpo;tſmen for ſleeping ſo long. 


Bright Phoebus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chace; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 

And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray. 


Sweet Molly, may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down, 

And, if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown: 

But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place; 

For, as well as her charms, there are charms in the 
| chace. 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy; 

At his bruſh nimbly follows briſk Chanter and Fly: 
They ſeize on their prey; ſee his eye-balls they roll; 
We're in at the death—now let's home to the bowl. 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring; 
To George, peace and glory may heaven diſpenſe, 
And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence, 
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O you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound of the 
horn, | 

| And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline ? 

For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 


Wich me the ſweet melody join: 
Thro' 


Fo 
Fo 
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Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 

While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſtee ], to the meadows and fields 
Both willing and joyous repair ; 

No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields 
Than chacing the fox and the hare, 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found, 

For when it 1s o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


SONG 201. Ax AcREON on HimsELF, 


HEN [I drain the roſy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my ſoul; 

To the nine I raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair, and ever young : 
When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counſel then farewel; 
Let the winds, that murmur, ſweep 
All my ſorrows to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful bow'rs : 
Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs : 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks'with roſes twine, 
Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


* 
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When I drink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the train; a 
When from goblets deep and wide i 
I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, . 
All my ſoul unbends—!] play, 4 
Gameſome, with the young and gay. . | E 


SONG 202, Sung by Mr. Pak RTT I in the 
Engliſh Opera of AR TAXERRES. 


Set by Dr. Axxk. 


N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known; 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: 


O] clear him then from this offence : 
F Thy love, thy duty, prove; 

1 Reſtore him with that innocence 

| Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


SON G 203. 


* 


Surg in Tüouas and Sally, Set by Dr. Ax xx. 


HEN I was a young one, what girl was like 
me! 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee 
I cattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where-e'er 


A fiddle was heard=to be ſure I was there, 
4 1 | To 
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To all that came near I had ſomthing to ſay ? 
"Twas this, fir— and that, fir—but ſcarce ever nay : 
And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filk and my lace, 
J warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man! 
Well, reſt him we all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous— tho truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me; but let me alone; 
Egad! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own: 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untowr'd, 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word. 


But now I'm quite alter'd the more to my woe; 
I'm not what I was'forty ſammers ago: 
This Time's a ſore foe; there's no ſpunning his dart; 


However, I keep up a pretty pood heart, 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum- chance; 
I fill love a tune, tho' unable to dance; 

And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf; 

I teach that to others I once did my (elf, 


——— ” 


$ ON G 204. 
A HunTixnG SonG, Set by Mr, Bilbo 


Sung at VAUXHALL, 


| Recirarive, ; 


ARK, the horn calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to mafic that wakens the ſkies, 


Quit the bondage of ſlotb, and ariſe, 
* ith 


Alx. 
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Alx. 


Prom the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn 
Tbe wild heath and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild, &c. 

Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 

The ſteed neighs to ths ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 

And the floods and the rallies reply. 


-” 


Our forefathers ſo 3 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood 
By encount' ring the hart and the boar, 
By encount'ring, &c. 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taugbt woodlands and foreſts to roar, 


And taught, &c, 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, Kc. 

Tho' in life's buſy day, 

Maa of man makes a prey, 


Still let our's be the prey of the field, 
Still let our's, &c. 


With the chace full ia ſight, 

Gods! how great the delight 
How our mortal ſenſations tefine! 
How our, &c. 

Where is care, where is fear ? 

Like the winds in the rear, 


And the man's loſt in ſomething Finns, 


And the man's, * 


N 
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Now to horſe, my brave boys: 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon, &c. 
That at eve we'll diſmount, 
1 Toils and pleaſures recount, 
* And renew the chace over the bowl, 
1 And renew the chace over the bowl. 


- 0 
8 + 
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SONG 20;, Sung by Miſs SrEVZNXSOx. 


A Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; | 

Oh! ſend ſome cheering ray of light, 
And guide me to my love, 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd, 

While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well known face 
Each riſing fear diſarms, 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks into his arms, 


R 2 SONG 


( 196 J 
s ON G 206. Sung by Mr. BEA RD 


H O has e'er been at Baldock muſt needs know 
7 the mill, 

At the ſign of the Horſe, at the foot of the hill, 

Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the beau, 

Without all diſtinction promiſcuouſly go, 

Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the beau, 

Without all diſtinction promiſcuouſly go. 


This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 

With ſo pleaſing a ſhape, and ſo winning an air, 
That once on the ever-green bank as I ſtood, 

I'd fwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the flood; 
'T hat once, &c. | 


But, looking again, I perceiv'd my miſtake; 

For Venus, tho? fair, has the looks of a rake, 
While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill - 

The more beautiful looks of the laſs of the mill ; 
While nothirg, &c. 


Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 

Io enliven that maſs which he modell'd of clay: 
Had Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes 
Had fav'd him the trouble of robbing the ſkies ; 
Had Polly, &c. 


Since firſt I beheld-the dear laſs of the mill, 
I can never be quiet; but, do what I will, 
All day and all night I figh, and think till 
J ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill; 
All day and all night I figh, and think ſtill 
I ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill. 


SONG 
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SON G 207. 
Written by W. Wa1TzHEaD, Eſq; Poet Laureat. 


Song by Mr. Bzazp. 


ES, I'm in love, I ſeel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleaſing plague ſtole on me: 
'Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel ; 
"Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates, 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates, 
Have rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


"Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common: 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman : 
Her voice, her touch, might give the alarm; 
Tis both perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


\ 


Mr. 


SONG 208. 


Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, in Love 1v a Vittacs: 


!] had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſetta's fight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain, 
R-3 What 


- 
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What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know? 
Ye envious pow'rs! why have you plac'd 
My fair one” lot ſo low? FN 


—_— —_ 
- ——___! 
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SONG zog. Sung in Comvs, 


OU LD you taſte the noou-tide air 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bow, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 
Down each ſide a fountain flows, 
I'inkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Saltry Phcebus ſcorching round, 
Saltry Phœbus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſleep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe, 

The fair does all alone repoſe; 

All alone; yet in her arms | 
Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till bleſt, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
'The joys of love are joys alone. 

The joys of love are joys alone. 


SONG 210. Set by Dr Arne, In Ei1za. 


AV fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
M Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 


That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 


But, 


And they merrily ſung thro' the day: 
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But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear ! 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er! 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtray ing abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of her tide? 
Mult religion expire on the ground, 
And ſhall virtue fink down by her fide ? 


— ee, 
* 


SONG 211. Cunniicnan. 


Set by Mr. Wox Ax. Sung at VAUXHALL, 


INCE wedlock's in vogue, and ſlate virgins de- 
{pis'd, | 
To all batchelors greeting, theſe lines are premis'd : 
I'm a maid that would marry—ah ! could I but find 
(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 
{I care not for fortune) a man to my mind. 


Not the fair weather'd fop, fond. of faſhion and dreſs ; 

Not the ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chace; 

Nor the free-thinking rake whom no morals can bind; 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes, world without end 
Nor the drone who can't reliſh his bottle and friend ; 
Nor the we that's too fond, nor the churl that's un- 
ind; | 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, &c, | 
2 Not 


— , 8 — „ 
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Not the rich, with full bags, without breeding or merit; 

Nor the flaſh, that's all fury, without any ſpirit ; 

Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind; 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


But the youth whom good ſenſe and good-nature inſpire; 
Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould admire ;. 
In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour conjoin'd ; 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind, 

'This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 


* — 
9 


SONG 212. Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in 
Pov ix A VILLAGE, 
onze N 
H! how ſhall I; in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruel word farewel ! 
Farewel—but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay, 


11 — — 


8 ON G 213. Sung by Mrs. PIN ro, in Loys 
; IN A VILLAGE. 


OUNG I am, and fore afraid: 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray * 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray, 
Men too often we believe; 
And ſhould you my truth deceive, 
: 3 « Ruin firſt, and then forſake, | 
4.4, Swe my tender heart would break. : | 
7 * - SONG 


f 2a | 


SONG 214. SHENSTONE, 
HOPE: A PasToRAL. Set by Mr. Arzns. 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 

M Whole murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with ſheep :; 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My founta'ns all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 

Where the hare: bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, | 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
Bat let me that plunder forbearz _ 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c, 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray, 
And where are her grots and ber bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


SONG 


. 
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SONG 215. The Words by Mr. Gar. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
O! where ſhall I my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew? 


William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd, and caft his eyes below; 
The rope ſlides ſwiftly thro' his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


[2x 
So the ſweet lark high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt — 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear! 

My vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear : 

We only part to meet again. | 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe er I go. 


If 


E ] 
If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright ; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: | 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho? battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty'Suſan mourn ; 

Tho' cannans roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: | 

Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 

Leſt precious tears thould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread; 

No longer mult ſhe ſtay on board; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head: 

Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and way'd her lily hand. 


SONG 216, Set by Mr. Micyaer Arns, and 
Sung by Miſs WRIORHT, at RANELAGH. 


x 7 OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 
And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 

Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 

That men call her the laſs with the delicate air, 


One ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 

IT chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 

And feally ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 
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By a murmuring brook, on a green moſly bed, 

A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid : 

| qa and tranſported, I could not forbear 
ith raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 


And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart : 
And from thence, . how to win the dear maid was my 
care; 

For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 

* : 
When ſhe ſaw me ſhe blam d, and complain 'd ] was. 

-. rude, 

And begg'd of all 4 that I would not intrude: 
I anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there; 
But laid all the- Mins on her delicate air. 


Said her heart was the prize which I fobghe to obtsin, 
And hop'd ſhe would grant it to eaſe my fond pain, 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray” r; 


But fir'd all my ſou] with her delicate air, 


A thouſand times ſince I've repeated my ſuit; 
But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 
Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer d the 


fair, 


Ho to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


— — 
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SONG 217. 
Sung by Miſs DAvIEs, at VAUXHALL. 


Set by Mr. SamuerL HowaRD. 


be deaf to the 
| 2 ſwain, | 

Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain; 

For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown ; 

And the Blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over-blown. 


1 E T the nywph ſtill avoid, and 
ou 


But the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has pierc'd to the 
heart, f 

Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart ; 

Or, in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom- felt woe, 

Like the ſmooth-gliding current of rivers will flow. 


Tho” filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſigbs: 
But when he accoſts you, in meadow or grove, 
His tale is ſo tender, he cooes like the dove. 


— 


— 


SONG 218. A BacchANALIAN Sons, from 
FawkEs's ANACREON, Set by Mr, YaTE3, 


ACCHUS, Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 
Still exhilerates my ſoul 
With the reptures of the bowl. 


Then with feather'd feet I bound, 
Dancing in a feſtive round; 

Then I feel in ſparkling wice 
Tranſports dekcate, * 
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Then the ſprightly muſic warms, 
Song delights, and beauty charms; 
Debonair, and light and gay, 
Thus I dance the hours away. 


/ 


2 
| 
' 
| 
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SONG 219. SHENSTONE. 


Sung by Mr. Lowz. Set by Mr. Worcax. 


HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With ev'ry pleaſing ray, 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heat of day, 
When from an hazle's artleſs bow'r 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; 
He bleſs'd the ſcene, he bleſs'd the hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 


Let fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, 
Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove: 
But endlefs bleſſings crown the day 
I ſaw fair E'ſham's dale, 
And ev'ry bleſſing finds its way 
To Nancy of the dale, 


Her ſhape was like the reed, ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtrait, and fair; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were ! 


Far in the winding vale retir'd, 


This peerleſs bud I found ; | 
And ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpir'd 
To feace her beauties round. Ef 


| That 


4 
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That nature in ſo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet, 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! | 
Gay lordlings ſought her for their biide ; 
But ſhe would ne'er incline : 
* Prove to your equals true,” ſhe cry'd, 
« As I will prove to mine.“ 


* 'Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 
% Has won my right good-will ; 
% To him I gave my plighted vow, 
« With him I'll climb the hill.” 
Struck with her charms, and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair 
To her alone I give my youth, 
And vow my future care. 


SONG 220. Sung by Mr. Bzaxrd, in the 


SHEPHERD's LOTTERY. 


Set by Dr. Boyce, 


O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix d paſſion, and dy'd for in ſong; 


He went, one May morning, to meet in the grove, 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs of love; 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each — can a lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then, changing his ſtrain, 

"Tis fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain ! 

The ſun wes commanded to hide his dull light, 

And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd down- 


right ; 
8 2 'T'was 
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'T was his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 
Bot never to change—can a lover do more ? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there ; 

No roſe-bud ſo tempting, nor lily ſo fair: 

He preſs'd ber white hand—next her lips he eſſay'd ; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid : 

Her kind complaiſance his peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amaryllis—was thought of no more. 


4 
5 


SONG 221. Tag MEN wilt ROMANCE. 


HEN I enter'd my teens, and threw play- 
things aſide, 
J conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride : 
By the men 1 was flatter'd, my pride to enhance, 
For the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond excell'd, 
Sach a face, and ſuch treſſes, ſure ne'er were beheld ; 
That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance ; 
Oh ! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 

And ſwore, to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 

On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance: 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before ; 

He ogled and figh'd, as he ſaw me advance : 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


Then 
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Then day after day I his company had: 
At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad; 
But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, young men will romance. 


But tho' my papa would not give us a ſhilling, 

My Polydore ſwore to wed me he was willing ; 

So to church we both went, and at night had a dance, 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


6 


* 
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SONG 222. The Sy1innincG-WHEEL. Set by 
Mr. BaiLnon, Sung at VAUXHALL. 


7 OUNG Colin, fiſhing near the mill, 
Saw Sally underneath the hill, 

Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r cou'd feel, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r cou'd feel, 

The mill was ſtopt, no miller there, 

She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear, 

She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear, 
But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel, | 
But turn'd about her ſpipning-wheel, 


Thy cheeks, ſays he, like peaches bloom; 
Thy breath is like the ſpring's perfume ; 
On thy ſweet lips my love I'll ſeal, 
On thy ſweet, &c. 
Yon ſt:tely ſwans, ſo white and ſleek, - 
Are like to Sally's breaſt and neck, | 
Are like, &c. | 
But ftill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, | 
But ſtill, &c. | 


Tho? ſair-one, beauty's tranſient pow'r 
Fades like the new blown gaudy flow's ; 
Not ſo where virtue loves to dwell, 
Not ſo, &c, 
S 3 For | 


t S460 ] 


For where ſweet modeſty appears, 
We never ſee the vale of years, 
We_never, &c. 
She ſmil'd and ſtopp'd her ſpianing-wheel, 
dhe ſmil'd, &c. 


The pomp of ſtate, the pride of wealth, 
Says ſhe, I ſcorn for peace and health, 

Where honeſt labour earns her meal, 

Where honeſt, &c, | 
Who tells the flatt'rer's common tale, 
Can ne'er o'er my true heart prevail, 
Can ne'er, &c. 

And make me leave my ſpinning wheel, 
And make, &c, 


The ſwain who loves the virtuous mind, 

Alone can make young Sally kind; 
For him I'll toil, I'll ſpin and reel, 
For him I'll toil, I'll ſpin and reel. 

It is the voice, ſays he, of love, 

Come haſten to yon church above, 

Come haſten to yon church above. 
She bluſh'd and left her ſpinning-wheel, 
She bluſn'd and left her ſpinning- wheel. 


«a 
—— — 


SONG 223, The Marquis of GRAN RT. 


H O' Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders and 
6 Pruſſia, 
Have heroes who claim truth's attention, 
In the roll of fair fame, -as he took down each name, 
Some Britons I ſaid he ſhould mention: 
And fince we have men, who are worthy his pen, 
| Who for England act nobly as can be, 
When he ſaw me perſiſt, then he open'd his liſt, 
And in front Rood the marquis of Granby. 


Old 
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Old Time ſhook his ſeythe as he tott'ring flood by, 
His iron teeth dreadfolly grated : | 
But the lad looking crone clear'd his brow from a 
frown, 
When Fame had my errand related : 
The cheeks of the churl with a ſmile ſeem'd to curl, 
And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can be, 
Says the ſingle lock'd ſeer, friend, this point's pretty 
clear, 


We ell love the Marquis of Granby. 


Let curs in the manger, let male-contents rave, 
And talk how enfeebled our race is, 
That our father's were manly, were vig'rous and brave, 
And their hearts we might read in their faces, 
What our anceſtors were, at preſent we are; 
I can prove it as plainly as can be: 
Let them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be 
Behold but the marquis of Granby, 


Had the cynic Diogenes liv'd to this day, 
He'd thrown down his lanthorn to view him ; 
He's eſteem'd by the good, and ador'd by the gay, 
And fox-hunters hark away to him; 
By his monarch ſent over to break the French cover, 
With bold pack, as ſtaunch as ſtaunch can be, 
Of Britich true- blues, to haunt the French Jews, 
When led by the marquis of Granby. 


B got Spain has vaſt wealth; fickle France has rich 
wines ; 
The Italians ſhow marvellous banners; 

The Indians may boaſt of em'rald field mines 
But Lincolnſhire boaſts of its Manners: 4 
The di'monds when worn the wearer adorn, WO 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be! 

But a flaſh from ſuch toys-is momentary joys, 

is Granby, 
Now 


For the jewel of — 


[1s -4 
Now the hazards of war for a ſesſan ſubſide, 
His country commands not his duty: 
Blow winds, to his wiſhes ; be ſafety his guide 
To England, Jove, friendſhip, and beauty. 
From—what-d'ye-cail--Paderborn, may he happy 
return, 
Aye, quickly too, quickly as can be; 
What ſhall we ſay then? why there's Granby gal in, 
And again to the marquis of Granby. | 


. 


SONG, 224. By J. Dzypen. 


ALM was the even, and clear was the ſky, 
And the new budding flowers did ſpring, 
When all alone went Amyntas and I 
To hear the ſweet nightingales fing. 
I ſat, and be laid him down by me, 
But ſcarcely his breath he could draw: 
For when, with fear, he began to draw near, 
He was daſh'd with a ha, ha, ha. 


He bluſh'd to himſelf, and lay flill a while, 
And bis modeſty curb'd his defire; 

But ſtraight I o'ercame all his fear with a ſmile, 

Which added new flame to his fire, 

O Silvia, ſaid he, you are cruel, 
To keep a poor lover in awe; 

Then once more he preſt his hand to my breaſt, 
But was daſh'd with a ha, ha, ha. 


T knew *twas his paſſion that caus'd all his fear, 
And therefore I pity'd his caſe ; | 
I whiſper'd himſelf, there's nobody near, 
And laid my cheek cloſe to his face. 
But as he grew-bolder and bolder, 
A ſhepherd came by us and faw 
But juſt as our bliſs we began with a kiſs, 
He laugh'd out with a ha, ha, ha. 


SONG 
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N E HOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where bil/ows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 

And deck our ſweethearts with the f. poll, 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights — 


SONG 226. 


7 18 maſonary unites mankind, 
To gen'rous actions forms the ſoul ; 
So ſtrict in union we're conjoin'd, 
One ſpirit animates the whole. 


Crorvs, 
Then let mankind our deeds approve, 
Since, union, harmony, and love 
Shall waft us to the realms above, 


Where'er aſpiring domes riſe, 
Wherever ſacred altars ſtand ; i 
T hoſe altars blaze up to the ſkies, 
Thoſe dome's proclaim the maſon's hand, 
Then let, &c. 


The ſtone unſhap'd as lumber hes, | 
'Till maſon's art its form refines ; . 

So paſſions do our ſouls diſguiſe, . | | 
Till ſocial virtue calms our minds, | 


Let | 


* 
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Let wretches at our manhood rail; 
But thoſe who once our judgment prove. 
Will own that we who build ſo well, 


With equal energy can love. 
Then let, &c. 


Tho' flill our chief concern and care 
Be to deſerve a brother's name ; 
For ever mindful of the fair, 
Their choiceſt favours ſtill we claim, 
Then let, &c. 


From us pale diſcord long is fled, 
With all her train of mortal ſpite, 
Nor in our lodge dares ſhew her head, 

Sunk in the gloom of endleſs night. 
Then let, &c. | 


My brethren charge your glafles high 
To our grand maſter's noble name; 
Our ſhouts ſhall beat the vaulted ſky, 
And ev'ry tongue his praiſe proclaim, 
Then let, &c. 


8 * 


— 8 — * „ — —— 


SONG 227. 


E T maforry be now my theme, 
Throghout the globe to ſpread its fame, 
And eternize each woriby brother's name ; 
Your praiſe ſhall to the ſkies reſound ; 
In „ia, bsppineſs abound, | 
And with ſweet union all your deeds, your deeds b 
crown'd. : 


CHorvs. 
Sing then, my muſe, to maſon's glory ; 
Your names are ſo rever'd in ſtory, 
That all th' admiring world do now adore ye. 


Let 
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Let harmony divine inſpire 

Your ſouls with love and gen'rous fire, 
Fo copy well wiſe Solomon, your fire : 
Knowledge ſublime ſhall fill each heart 
The rules of geometry t'impart, 


Whilſt wiſdom, firength, and beauty crown the glo- 


rious art. 
Sing then, &c, 


Tet noble Beaufort's health go round, 

In ſwelling cups all care be drown'd, 

And hearts united, *mongſt the craft be found : 
May everlaſting ſceens of joy 

His peaceful hours of bliſs employ, 


Which Time's all-conqu'ring hand ſhall ne'er, ſhall 


ne'er deſtroy. 
Sing then, &c. 


My brethren, thus all cares reſign, 

Your hearts let glow with thoughts divine, 
And veneration ſhew to Solomon's ſhrine. 
Our annual tribute thus we'll pay, 

That late poſterity ſhall ſay, 


We've crown'd with joy this glorious, happy, happy 


day, 


— 
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Y maſon's art th' aſpiring dome 
In various colums ſhall ariſe ; 
All climate are their native home; 
T heir godlike action reach the ſkies. 
Heroes and king revere their name, 
While poets fing their laſting fame. 


Great 


E :446-] 


Great, roble, generous, good, and brave, 
Are titles they moſt jultly claim; 
Their deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 
Which ſome unborn ſhall loud procl.im. 
Time ſhall their glorious acts iproll, 
While love and friendſhip charm the ſoul. 


* 
4 — 
* 


SONG 229. 
V E brethren, free maſons, let's mark the great 


name, 
Moſt ancient and loyal, recorded by fame; 
In unity met, let us merrily ſing: 
The life of a maſon's like that of a king. 


No diſcord, no envy, amongſt us ſhall be, 

No confuſion of tongues, but let's all agree; 

Not, like buildipg of Babel, confound one another, 
But fill up your glaſſes, and drink to each brother, 


A tower they wanted to lead them to bliſs ; 

J hope there's no brother but knows what it is; 
Three principal ſteps in our ladder there be, 

A myſt'ry to all, but to thoſe that are free. 


Det the ſtrength of our reaſon keep the ſquare of our 
heart, | 

And virtue acorn ev'ry man in his part; 

The n:me of a Cowan we'll not ridicule, 

But pity his blindneſs, and count him a fool. 


Let's lead a good life, whilſt power we have; 
And when that our bodies are laid in the grave, 
We hope with good conſcience to heav*.. to climb, 


And give Peter the paſs-word, the token, the ſign ; . 
| fa aint 
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Saint Peter he opens, and ſo we paſs in N 
To a place that's prepar d for all thoſe free from fin; 
To that heav'nly lodge which is tyPd moſt ſecure ; 

A place that's prepar'd for all thoſe that are pure. 


* . ; a 


” as _—_—{ 
_ * * 
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N, on, my dear brethren, purſue the good lec· 
ture, | 
And refine on the rules of old architecture: 


High honour to miſfons the craft daily brings. 
To thoſe brothers of princes, and fellows of kiogs. 


We drove the rade Vandals and Goths off the ſtage, 
And reviv'd the old arts of Auguſtus? fam'd age, 
And V eſpaſian deſtroy d the vaſt temple in vaio, 
Since ſo many now riſe under great Beaufort's reign. 


% 


The noble five orders, compos'd with ſuch art, ) 12 

Shal amaze the ſwift eye, and engage the whole 
heart; 

Proportion, ſweet harmony, gracing- the whole, 

Gives our work, like the glorious creation, a ſoul, 


Then, maſter, and brethren, preſerve your great name; 
This lodge, ſo majeſtic, ſhall purchaſe you fame: 
Rever'd it ſhall ſtand till all nature expire. 
And its glories ne'er fade till the world is on fire. 


See, ſee, behold bere what rewards all our toil, 
Inſpires our genius, and bids labour ſmile * 

To our noble grand maſter let « bumper be crown'd ; 
To all maſons a bumper; ſo let it ge round, ' 


by ha : | 6 Again, 
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Again, my lov'd brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our ancient firm union cement with a glaſs; 
And all the contention *mong maſons ſhall be, 


* 


Who better can work, or who better agree. 


_ 
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EHOLD, in a den we fon brethren are met, 
And in proper order together are ſet; 

Our ſecrets to none but ourſelves ſhall be known; 

Our actions to none but free maſons be ſhe wn. 

Derry down, mn down, derry down, 


Let brotherly love be among us revie'd; 
Let's ſtand by our laws, that are wit ay contriv'd ; 
And then all'the glorious creation ſhall ſee, 


That none are ſo loving, ſo friendly as We. 


Deny down, &c. 
The temple, and many magnificent pile, 


Een buildings now ſtanding within our own iſle ; 


With wiſdom contriv'd, with beauty refin'd, 
With 1 to ſupport, and the building to bind, 
Derry down, &c. 


Thoſe noble grand ſtructures will always proclaim 
What honour is due to a free maſon's name; 


E'en ages to come, when our work they ſhall ſee, 
will ſtrive with each other, like us, to be free, 
Derry down, &c, 


What tho' ſome of late, by their ſpleen plainly ſhew, 
They fain wou'd deride what they gladly wou'd know; 
Let ev'ry true brother theſe vermin deſpiſe, 

And the ancient grand ſecret keep back from their eyes. 


* * & . 
Then, 
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Then, brethren, let's all put our hands to our heart. 


And reſolve from true maſonry ne'er to depart : 
And when the laſt trumpet on earth ſhall deſcend, L. 
— — - 


Our lodge will be closd, and our ſeeret ſhal} "IH 
8 O N. G 232. þ 8194.40 . 5 \ 


Derry down, &c. 


, . 


| Maſon's e fair and young, 
A The pride of all the virgin r 
Thus to her lover ſaid: | | 
Though Damon, I your flame approve, 
Your actions praiſe, your perſon love, 
Yet ſtill I' live a maid. . 
None ſhall untie my vain Zone, 
But one to whom the ſecret's known 
Of fam'd free maſonry ; 
In which the great and good combioe 
To raiſe, with generous deſign, 
Man to felicity. 


The lodge excludes the. fop and fool, 
The plodding knave and party tool, 
That liberty would ſell; 
The noble, faithful, and the brave, 
No golden charms can e er deceive . 
In ſlavery to dwell. 


—_ 
vor 


This ſaid, he bow'd, and went away 3 { 145 
Apply was made, without delay 
Return'd to her again; 
The fair one granted his requeſt, 
Connubial joys their days have bleſt 
And may they e'er remain. 


T. 177 SONG 
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A W glorious their virtue, who nobly conteiv# 

The . to keep freedom and friendſhip 
alive ; 

Who, firmly united, in harmony ſing; 

Whoſe hearts are true blue to their country and king: 

All Albions are ſuch, hear the trumpet of fame, 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


Let poor thoughtleſs wretches repair to a club, 

Get liquor, get drunk, and perhaps get a drub; 

We ne'er let ſuch fools our ſociety j join; 3 

For love and good-will crown ech glaſs of our wine. 


Cnonvs, | 


You ne er hear an Albios another defame; i 
Our order is happy, and, Slorious the name. 


The rules we adhere to are loyal and 11 

An Albion's a patriot,” to ſpeak or to fight ; 

How bleſt were Old England, to combat her foes, 

If all knew as much as a true Albion knows. 
l Cuorvs, 4 on F 4 Fu 

To all ſocial virtue we joſtly lay claim; 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


The ladies confeſe, with a ſatisfy'd air, 
That none like an Albion is form'd for the fair; 
A whiſper, a look, and ſome moments chit-chat, 
Soon brings on u e and love, and all that. 


i Cruonrvus. 


Each beauty's convinc'd that fincere is our flame: 
Our order is happy, and glorious. the name. 


Old 
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Old Time our ſociety's worth ſhall enrol, 
And Albions be honour'#'from' pole unto pole: 
Now raiſe up your voices, and cheerfully ſing, 
Succeſs to all Albions, and God fave the king. 


Cnorvw 5s, 


As ſpotleſs as ſnow is our ſtory in fame ok 
Our order is ar. and glorious the name. 57 


pn - 0 - = 5 . 
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Sung by Miſs STEYENns0N, 1 W 


ORGIVE, ye fair, nor rake it — 
| If aught too much I do; *** 
Permit me, while I fing my bug. 8 

To give a leſſon too. wy 
Let modeſty, that heav'n- born maid, 

Your words and actions grace; 
'Tis this, and only this, can add 

New luſtre to your face. 


"Tis this which paints the virgin cheeks * 
Beyond the power of art. 

And ev'ry real-bluſh beſpeaks 
The goodneſs of the heart. 

This index of tbe virtuous mind * A 

Your lovers will adore; - .- / , 

"Tis this will leave a charm behind, fs 2 
When bloom can charm no moe. 


; „adi fiend.aol1 
Infpir'd by this, to idle men. 14 

With nice reſerve behave; ae 
And learn, by diſtance, to maintaia 


The power your beauty gave. 8 
1 For 
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For this, when beauty muſt decay, 


Vour empire will protect; 
The wanton 1 for a day, 


But ne er creates reſpect. 


With this, their filly jeſts reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude, | 

Nor think the man js worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude. 


Voor charms, when cheap, will ever * 


They ſully with a touch, 


And tho' yon mean to grant not all, 


m __ grant too much. 


Bot, patient, let each virtuous fair 
Expect the gen'rous youth = 


| ' Whom heav'n has doom'd her heart (0. ſhare, 


And bleſs'd with love and truth: 

For him alone referve her hand, 
And wait the happy day, 

When he with juſtice can command. 
And ſhe with joy obey. 
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3 Damon: firay d een yonder grove, 
* In penſive mood à muſing, | 
e there beheld the queen of love, 
Her fav*rite theme perufing ; 
Her breaſts they ſwell'd with heaving fighs, 
And deep oppreſs'd as can be; 
And ever and anon ſhe eries, 


I dic to taſte of Shawnbee. 
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« Oft Chloe with her darling ſwain 
Retreat to os 8 
© There quenching love's ragin | 
44 With bliſs dere iles the hours 8 55 N 
And Sylvia too does joys poſſeſs ö 
And pleaſure great as can be: 
* For Strephon does her paſſion bleſs, 
« And = her will of Shawnbee. 


«« O Cupid ! god of pleaſing love, 
* As ſo thou art, befriend me, 

% O kindly now my pray 'r approve, 
«« And to my aid now ſend me 

««. Some ſprightly youth that's made to charm 
« A maiden warm as can be, 

„With rapture ev'ry ſenſe alarm, 

« And let me taſte of Shawnbee.” 


He perſonated then the boy, 
And faith ſincere preſented, 

But with exceſs of ſwelling joy, 
Upon the ground ſhe fainted ; 

Reſolv'd to yield, what would betide, 
Her legs were wide as can be, 

Then Damon flipt between the ftride, 
And let her taſte of Shawnbee. 


With eager praſp exch other preſ'd, 
Their melting ſouls diffolving ; 


Whilſt twining th—s the hams embrac'd. 

In circling folds revolving ——— _ - 
With cloſer ſqueeze ſhe murmfring cries, 

«© Puſh farther, if it can be, 
Then fighing deep again ſhe dieg=— 

Such pleaiure is in Shawnbee. 


SONG 


[ m Y 


pe A \ 4 : A 
"1a 18 20 91 | * x 


| s 236. 0941, 


Sung wy Mr. SHUTER, in Leys IN A VILLAGE, 
HE N 1 42 a laſs that was froward and 


Oh! I ſtuck to W Ruff till I made her comply 5 
Oh! I took her fo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and T held her faſt; 
When hugg'd and haul'd, 
She ſqueal'd and {quall'd; 
But though ſhe vow'd all J did was in vain, 
Yet 1 leas d her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again, 
Then hoity, toity, 
Whiſky, friſky. 
Green was her gown upon the Py 8. 
Oh! ſuch were te joy © Joys of our © ps days, 


— d erer! 144 * "Y a 
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Vr age Shen Engliſh, you make dis great 
Wit your beef and your puthen, your dis, dat, and 
Pray vat 408025 mean, ſir, hit de Frenchman in the 
With rh det and your puthen, your puthen and 


beef. Ea ro down, &c. 


oy 


Vat tho' we've no beef nor puthen to eat, 
We have de fine frogs dat be very cood meat; 
We make de frigaſee, with bon ſoup and ſallat, 


Which very well ſuits wit de grand Frenchman's pallat. 
; Derry down, &c. 


You 
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You ſay dat your beef make you ne'er fear de gon ; 
But rea amber, Shon Engliſh, we make you to run 
after us at Blenheim and Malplaquet battle, 
Where the gons they do rore, and de drums they do 
rattle, Derry down, &c. 


But now we muſt tell you with much complaiſance, 

We intended to have pay'd you one viſit from France 

And if monſieut Hawke would let us come over 

In our flat-botcom boats, we'd land juſt at Dover. 
Derry down, &c. 


But de de'el pick de Hawke, he will not fly away, 

Bat in de Breſt harbour oblige us to ſtay, 

Come ſquinting, and peeping, and play his mad frolic ; a 

Which gave our ar lailors von fit of de colic, 
Derry n &c. 


But now we vill tell you vat come by and bye, 

Our admiral he take oat his glaſs for to ſpy; 

He halloas, truſs up boys, there's nothing to fear, 

Shon Engliſh be gone, and de coaſt it be clear. 1 
* down, &c. 


Then we ſail'd out a-maio, Ze we thought to do 
ſomething, 
But de dogs came again, and vid balls big as pumkin, 
They pounce us, and pelt us, and make ſuch a elatter, 
Dat two or tree of our ſhips fell down in the vater. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then monſieur Conflans was in a very great eaſhon, 

And thought he'd do ſomething for de honour of his 
nation; 

He boldly commands and without more delay, 


You dogs take your heels and let's all run away. 
| Derry down, &c. 


SONG 
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HURSDAY in the morn the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded be for ever the famous ninety two, 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern by dawn of day 8 
The lofty ſails of France advancing now; 
All bands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh valour ſhine, 
Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for the line: 
Let every man ſupply his gun: 
Follow me, and you'll ſee, 
That the batile will be ſoon begun. 


Tourville on the main triamphant roll'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep; 
He led a noble train' of heroes bold, ES; 
Fo fink the Engliſh admiral and his fleet, 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire; 
And mighty fate ſtood looking on, | 
_ Whilſt a flood, all of blood, 5 
Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Riſing · Sun. 
Sulpher, ſmoak, and fire diſturbing the air, | 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic ſhore : 
Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 
To fee their lofty ſtreamers now no more: 
At fix o'clock, the Red, the ſmiling victor led, 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow ; 
Now death and horror equal reign: 
Now they cry, Run or die, 
Britiſh: colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 
See they fly amaz d thro? rocks and ſands, 
One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate; 
In vain they ery for aid to weeping lands, 
The nymphs and ſea gods mourn their loſt eſtate; 


For 
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For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing-Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun : 
Enough, thou mighty god of war ! | 
Now we ſing, bleſs the king, 
Let us drink to every Engliſh tar. 
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E AVE off this idle prating, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory; 
But fill your glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, 
The bottle ſtands before ye. 


Fill it up to the top, 
Let this night with mirth be crown'd, 
Drink about, 

See it out. 
Love and friendſhip ſtill go round, 


We gain both life and pleaſure 
By love and hearty drinking: 
While ſtateſmen plod, 
And wink and nod, 
To kill themſelves with thinking. 


Fill it, &c. 


If any are ſo zealous, 
To be a party's minion, 
Let them drink like me, 
They'll ſoon agree, | ) 
And be of one opinion; 


Fill it, &c, 
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If claret be a bleſſing, 

Thi night devote to pleaſure, 
Let ſlate affairs, < 
And worldly cares, 

Attend us more at leiſure, 
Flll it, &c. 


SON G 240. 


S long as our coaſt does with whiteneſs appear, 
Still Albion ftand foremoſt in verſe; 
Whilſt harmony, friendſhip, and joys are held _ 
New bards ſhall our praiſes rehearſe. 


Crorvus, 
Tho? ade leſs favour'd, leſs happy, decay, 
Deſtroy'd by old Time as he runs; 
Tho' Maſons, Gregorians, and Bucks fade away, 
Still Albion _ ave in ber ſons. 


If Envy attempts our ſucceſs to impede, 
United we'll trample her down; 
If faction ſhould threaten, we'll ſhew we're agreed, 
And diſcord ſhall own we are one. 
Tho? os. NT 


Whil& with arcour we glow this our order to raiſe, 
Promoting its welfare and peace: 

Old Albion's return, our endeavours to praiſe, 
And new ones confirm the increaſe, 
Tho? lodges, Ke. 


Go on, cries our parent; for Time is your friend, 
His flight ſhall increaſe your recowh; _ 
Gay mirth ſhall your gueſt be, and Bacchus attend, 
And joy all our meetings ſhall crown. 
Tho' lodges, &. 
= 
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HE tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree, 
And ſhe thinks of a hogſhead whene'er ſhe ſees 


me; 

For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt I 

Reſolve to forſake her, or claret deny : 

Muſt I leave my dear bottle, that was always my 
friend, 

And I hope will continue ſo to my life's end? 

Muſt I leave it for her? 'tis a very hard taſk ; 

Let her go to the devil, bring t'other full flaſk, 


Had ſhe tax'd me with gaming, and bid me forbear, 
"Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an ear; 

Had ſhe found out my Chloris up three pair of ſtairs, 
I had baulk'd her, and gone to St. James's to pray'rs; 
Had ſhe bade me read homilies three times a day, 

She perhaps had been humour'd with little to ſay ; 

But at night to deny me a flaſk of dear red, 

Let her go to the devil, there's no more to 'be ſaid, 


SONG 2242. 


INCE there's no ſmall difference 'twixt coming 
and drinking, 
We'll tipple and pray too, like mariners ſinking; 
Whillt they drink ſalt water, we'll pledge 'em in wine, 
And pay our devotion at Bacchus's ſhrine, 
O! Bacchus, great Bacchus, for ever defend us, 
And plentiful ſtore of good Burgundy ſend us. 


From cenſuring the late, and what paſſes above, 
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From meddling with ſwords, and ſuch dangerous things, 
And handling of guns in-defiance of kings: 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. | 


From riding a jade that will ſtart at a feather, 
Or ending a journey with loſs of much leather; 
From the folly of dying for grief or deſpair, 


With our heads in the water, or heels in the air; 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. 


- 9 * 4 — 


SONG 243. 


O ME, come, ye choice ſpirits, together reſort, 
In your holiday ſuits to great Comus's court: 
The heartieſt of bloods are the joyous and free; 
Ard, who are ſo joyous, ſo happy as we? 


— 


We harbour no precepts, by dull Cynics taught; 
We practiſe no rules with ſobriety fraught : 


The thoughts of our hearts you may read in our eyes ; 


For knowing no terror we need no diſguiſe. 


By -ſanQify'd maxims are hypocrites ſway'd ; 
But we all the children of pleaſure are bred : 
By her dictates alone we are guided to prove 
The delight of the bottle, and raptures of love. 


That giant, the watchman, we never can dread ; 


His intruſion we puniſh by breaking his head; 
Champaign and Burgundy expel all our care, 
And we toaſt the kind girl, be ſhe black, brown, or fair. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, ſome damſel we hire, 
Whole eyes, like the liquor, inflame our deſire. 
So joyous and hearty, we'll drink and be gay, 
And leave ſober cits to defraud and betray. 


SONG 
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INC E pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jeft, 
8 In ſpite of misfortune, I'll laugh with the beſt; 
Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, 
Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'il keep up the chorus of ha-ha-ha+-ha. 


Determin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, 

No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of foul ; 

If care, or ill- nature, ſhould come in my reach, 
And, foaming with rage, like a Methodiſt preach ; 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
Fl trip up his heels, and cry ha-ha-ha-ha, 


To be happy, I'll laugh as the minutes advance, 
Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'll dance; 
But ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 

If Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy, be there; 
She, knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Will join the ſweet tune of. love's ha-ha-ha-ha, 


I'll laugh through the world, in defiance of ſtrife, 
For laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 

PII make daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 
Look over his ſhoulder, and long for a taſte; 


Then, friends, while your boſoms are free from a flaw, 


Swell round the gay chorus of ha-ha-ha-ha. 


U 2 SONG 
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Sung by Mr. TaryLos, 


ARK! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 
1 Salutes the roſy rifing morn, | 
And echoes thro” the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 
The hounds quick ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The briſk, high-mettd, ſtarting ſteed, 

he jovial pack purſue; 

Like lightning darting o'er the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 

There pants a while for breath 

When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 

Her haunts deſcry'd, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death, 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies : | 

The diſtant courſers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 

Till echo rends the ſkies. 


80 NG 
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Tune, Cx5ar and PourEx were both of them horned. 


HAT a noiſe bas there been, what a great con-- 
ſternation, g 
About the ſtate jockies, that jockey the nation? 
The in's and the out's, up's and down's a mere race is, 
And all, jockey like, flog to get the beſt places: 
And he that's flung off, in bis fall does harangue, ſir, 
And ſwears all before him, in juſtice, ſhould hang, ſir. 


The hindermoſt condemns what the foremoſt is doing, 

And ſwears he wrong meaſures is daily purſuing ; 

Yet, twenty to one, were he in the ſame place, fir, 

With him he condemns, *twould be juſt the ſame caſe, 
fir ; 

'Tis nothing but jockeying, and thoſe that remark it, 

Will find as much jockeying at court, as Newmarket. 


When the Scots into places of truſt got admittance, 

And favours were amply beſtow'd on North Britons ; 

Then the Whigs were with anger and jealouſy ſwell- 
ing, 

To ſee thoſe-in power, who before were rebelling ; 

"Twas this provok'd Wilkes to that ſore aggravation, 

For which he was jockey'd quite out of the nation. 


There is not a ſtateſmam among the whole band, fir, 
But tells you he acts for the good of the land, fir ; 
Yet plain it is ſeen, that ſome patriot pretenders, 
Who call themſelves Engliſhmen's glorious defenders, 
Do talk, and talk only; for till the great plan, fir, 
Is to put in their pockets as much as they can, fir, 


W3;. Such 
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Such plauſible guardians our truft we repoſe in, 
They tell us fine ſtories until they are choſen ; 
They fawn on the ignorant, and gull the unthinking, 
And come on the blind fide of them that love drink- 
in 


And, after ey have purchas'd us, this is the caſe, 


} x: 


They fell us again on a ſeven years leaſe, fir. 


Theſe, theſe, are the maxims our ralers are prone to, 
Which honeſt men would be aſham'd, fir, to own to; 
Nay, even ſome biſhops bave lean'd to theſe notions, 
And barter'd the bible for worldly promotions, 
Self-intereſt is all; ſo a fig for the din, fir, 

It boots not to us who's out or who's in, fir. 


so N 247. 


O ME, liſten to me, and I'll tell you news 
Juſt lately come from court ; 
Tis not of a peace, nor yet of a truce, 
But ill it will make you ſport: 
With a ruffledom, puffledom, frizledom, madge, 
With a high rum frizledom ree; 
Sing rouze about, touze about, 
Search the whole court about, 
Never a ſmock had ſhe. 


Four dozen of ſmocks the maids have loſt, 
My good lord G. n-h-m ſaid; 

There's never a maid but would rather, by far, 
Have loſt her maidenhead, 

With a ruffledom, &c. 


A maid 
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A maid of honor, with nothing upon her! 
Her m-j-s-ty then cry'd ; 
Like mother Eve, without fig-leaf 
Her nakedneſs to hide, 
Her ruffledom, &c. 


Shall never wait on me, ſhe ſaid, 
Nor in my court appear; 
For nothing like the naked truth 
Shall ever be ſuffer'd here. 
With a ruffledom, &c 


For if, by chance, to take a dance, 
Like goddeſſes on Ida, | 
Theſe nymphs ſhould come to drawing-room, 
Good lack! what wou'd they hide-a ? 
Why, their ruffledom, &c. 


'The p-n-ce to one an apple may give, 
As Paris did of old; 
But alas, poor p-n-ce! I fear thy dad 
Won't let that apple be gold. 
For a rufledom, &c. 


The king (God bleſs him) let us addreſs him; 
For he's a gallant lover; 
He's frank and free, gives money with glee, 
Six maidens for to cover, 
Their ruffledom, &c. 


But he, good man, five pounds a-piece 
Unto each maid hath ſent, 

Of the hundred and fifty chouſand ponnds 
He had from p 


For a ruffledom, 8 
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F ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh and worldly care deſpiſe; 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joy from drinking will ariſe, 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair ?- 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire, 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my defire ; 

What the world can more preſent, 

Will not add to my content: 

Drink, and ſet your heart at reſt, 

Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Buſy brains we know, alas; 
With imaginations run, 
Like the ſand in th* hour glaſs, 
Turn'd, and turn'd, and ſtill runs on; 
Never knowing where to ſtay, 
But uneaſy ev'ry way: 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 

Makes the heart alert and free, 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 

Still the ſame thing *tis to me; 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait. 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 


Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 
SONG 
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Greedy Midas, I've been told, 
That what you touch you turn to gold ; 
O! had I but a pow'r like thine, 
I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine. 


Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force, 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in their native regions burn. 


Nor ſhould there any dare approach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, 

But firſt ſhould pay their rites to me, 
And ſtile me only God of wine. 


. — 
— 
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O NE evening, Good Humour took Wit as his 

| gueſt, 

Reſolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt ; 

Their liquor was claret, and Friendſhip their hoſt, 

And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garniſh'd each toaſt, 
Derry down down, down derry down. 


But while, like true bucke, they enjoy'd their defign-; 
For the joy of a buck lies in love, wit, and wine 
Alarm'd ! they all heard at the door a loud knock, 
And the watchman, hoarſe bellow'd, twas paſt twelve 
o'clock, -» 
Derry down, &c, 


They 


„ 
They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 
And up ſtairs they dragg'd che impertinent hound; | 
When brought to the light, how much were they 
pleas'd, 
To ſee *twas the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz'd. 
Derry down, &c. | 


His glaſs, as his lanthorn, his ſcythe, as his pole, 
And his ſingle lock dangled a down his ſmooth ſkull: 
My friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit to 
| knock, 
And bid ye be gone; for 'tis paſt twelve o'clock. 
Derry down, &c. 


Says the venom'd tooth ſavage, on this advice fix, 
Tho? nature ſtrike twelve, folly ſtill points to fix. 
He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it; 
So hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret, 

Derry down, &c. 


This is right, call'd out Wit ; while you're yet in your 
| prime, 

There's nothing like claret for killing of Time + 
Huzza, reply'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
Or, impertinent, tell us, tis paſt twelve o'clock. 

Derry down, &c. 


Since Time is confin'd to our wine, let us think, 

By this maxim we're ſure of our time when we drink: 
With bumpers, my lads, let our glaſſes be prim'd, 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 
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ACCHUS, one day, gayly ſtriding 
On his never-failing tun, 

Sneaking Aquapotes deriding 

Thus addreis'd each toping ſon ; 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 

And adore the liquid ſhrine ; 
All things noble, bright, and airy 

Are perform'd by gen'rous wine, 


Priſtine heroes crown'd with glory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me ; 

Homer wrote the flaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity : 

If my influence is wanting, 
Muſic's charms but (lowly move, 

Beauty too in vain lies panting, 
Till I fill the ſwain with love. 


If you crave eternal pleaſure, 
Mortals! this way bend your eyes, 
From my ever-flowing trez{ure 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe; 
Here's the charming, ſoothing bleſſing, 
Sole diſpeller of all pain, 
Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing, 
He, who drinks not, lives in vain. 


SONG 252. The Imacinary Kiss. 
By Dops LET. 


HEN Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe tripp'd o'er the green, 

Fair, blooming, ſoft, artleſs, and kind ; 

Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 
And warmneſs with modeſty join d; 
can Tranſported 
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Tranſported with ſudden amazement, I ſtood 
Faſt rivetted down to the place: | 
Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion, I view'd, 
And wander'd o'er ev'ry grace. 


Ye gods, what luxuriance of beauty, I cry! 
What raptures muſt dwell in her arms! 

On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die; 
O Fanny how ſweet are thy charms! 

Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 
Such tranſports my ſenſes invade 

Young Damon ſtepp'd up, with the ſubſtance be fled, 


And left me to kiſs but the ſhade, 


SONG 253. The Rover, 


N all the ſex ſome charms I find, 
T love to try all women- kind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty ; 
In Cupid's fetters moſt ſevere, 
I languiſh out the long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling chain, 

And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 
One conſtant ſcene of folly : 

I vow'd no more to wear the yoke ; 

But ſoon I felt the ſecond ſtroke, 
And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molly. 


With treſſes next, of flaxen hue, 

Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder alley: 

Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 

And cavght me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sally. 


3 | Adorn'd 


( 241 J 
Adorn'd with charms, tho” blithe and young | 
My moving heart from bondage ſprong ; 
This heart of yielding metal ; 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle. 


SON G 254. 
Sung by Diana, in DRY DER “s Srcuran Masque, 


V JITH horns and with hounds I awaken the day, 
And hie to the woodland welk away; 


I tuck up my robe, and am boſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my forehead a waxen moon; 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chace the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 
With ſhooting and hooting we pierce through the ky, 
And Echo turns hunter and doubles the cry, 

With ſhooting, &c. 


— 


———— 
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NE ſummer's eve as Strephon rov'd, 
Wrapt up in thought profound ; 
1 d he ſaw his beſt belov d 
Lie ſleepirg on the ground, 


Awake, my pretty ſl-eper, wake, 
Awake to Strechon's call 

Be careful, for thy lover's ſake, 
"Tis eve, the dew-drops fall. 


X Then 
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Then to ber cheek his lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a kiſs; 
She ſtill ſlept on, be, not diſmay'd, 
Repeats the tranſient bliſs. 


She wakes, and thus, in angry tone, 
Away, away, ſhe cries ; 

Then, fault'ring, bids the ſwain be gone, 
Then figh'd, and clos'd her eyes. 


"Tho? cruel are thy words, fair maid, 
Can ſighs proceed from hate? 

My doubts are gone, then down he laid, 
Reſolv'd to ſhare her fate. | 


Defended from the noxious air, 
Within his arms the lay; 
Ans tho? he often wak'd the fair, 
She ſaid no more till day. 


, 


SONG 256. By Mr, THeoBALD., 


N a bank of flowers, in a ſummer day, 
Inviting and undreſs'd, 
In her bloom of youth, fair Celia lay, 
With love and ſleep oppreſe'd: 
When a youthful ſwain, with admiring eyes, 
Wiſh'd that he durſt the fair maid ſurprize; 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la; 
But fear'd approaching ſpies. 


As be gaz'd, a gentle breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide; 


| And the ſleeping nymph did thoſe charms diſcloſe, 


Which waking ſhe would hide; | 
| Then 
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Then his breath grew ſhort, and his pulſe beat high, 
He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to ſpy; 
With a fa, la, &c, | 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 

Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, and the gods deſir'd, 
That Celia might be kind 

When with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain; 

And ſhe laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again, 
Wich a fa, la, &c, 

Repell'd the timorous ſwain. 


Yet the am'rous youth, to relieve his pain, 
The ſlumbering maid careſs'd: 
And with trembling hand (O the ſimple ſwain)! 
Her glowiug boſom preſs'd: 
When the virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he would purſue : 
With a fa, la, &c. | 
But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


Now repentivg that he had let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accus'd, 
What a dull and ſtupid: fool was I, 
That ſuch a chance abus'd: 
To my ſhame *twill now on the plain be faid, 
Damon a virgin aſleep. betray d, 
With a fa, la, &c. 
Yet let her go a maid. 


n 


SONG 257. By Mr. Nav. LER. 


Of the time that is paſt, 

When ſhe held me ſo faſt; 

And declar'd that her. honour no longer could. laſt ;, 
X. 2. 
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No light, but her Ianguiſhiog eyes, did appear, 
To prevent all excuſes of bluſhing and fear, 


—_ 


How ſhe ſigh'd, and unlac'd, 
Wich trembling and haſte, 
As if ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd ; 
My lips the ſweet pleaſure of kiſſes enjoy'd, 
While my hands were in ſearch of hid treaſure em- 


ploy'd. | 


With my heart all on fire 

Ta the flames of deſite, 

| When I boldly purſu'd what ſhe ſeem'd to require: 
She cry'd, oh! for pity's ſake, change your ill mind; 
Prey, Amyntas, be civil, or I'll be unkind. 


All your bliſs you deftroy, 

Like a naked young boy, 
Who fears the kind river he came to enjoy: 
Let's in, my dear Chloris, I'll ſave thee from harm 
And make the cold element pleaſant and warm. 


Dear Amyntas! ſhe cries, 
Then ſhe caſt down her eyes, a 
And with kiſſes confeſs'd what ſhe faintly denies; 
Joo ſure of my conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay, 
Till her freer cooſent did more ſweeten the prey. 


But tco late I begun, , 

For her paſſion was done; 

Now, Amyntas, ſhe cry'd, I will never be won : 
Toy tears and thy courtſhip no pity can move, 
Thou halt flighted the critical minute of love. 


SONG 
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Sung by Mr, Coxvzas, in the new Concert-Hall,, 
Edinburgh. The Words by Mr. Garrick. 


E med'ey of mortals who make up this throng, . 
Spare your wit for a moment, and liſt to my ſorg,. 
What'you would not expect here; wit ſhall be new, 
And, what is more ſtrange, every word ſhall be true. 
Sing tantara · rara, truth all, truth all. 


Not a toy in the ſhop you'll buy cheaper than mine; 

Send your laſſes to me, and you'll ſpare all your coin; 

The ladies alone will pay dear for their ſkill, 

For if they will hear me, their tongues muſt lie ſtill 
Sing tantara-rara, mute all, &c. 


Tho? revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wiſe, 

Vet they practiſe all day what they ſeem to deſpiſe, 

Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, 

Each mortal's diſguis'd, and the world is a ball, 
Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &c. 


The parſon brim full of October and grace, 

With a long taper pipe, and round ruddy face, 
Will. rail at our doings; but when it is dark 
The parſon's diſguis'd, and led home by the clerk. 


The fierce-roaring blade, with long ſword and cock'd 
hat, | 2 

With blood he'll do this, and zounds he?ll do that; 

When he comes to bis trial, he fails in his part, 

And ſhows that his looks are but maſks to his heart. 


The beau that acts the rake, and will talk of amours, 
Shows letters from wives, and appointments from 


whores; 
X. 3 But 
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But a creature ſo modeſt avoids all diſgrace: 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he come face to face! 


The courtier and patriot,” mongſt other fine things, 
Will talk of their country and love to their kings; 
But the maſk will drop off, if you ſhake but the pelf, 
And ſhow king and country all center'd in ſelf. 


With an outſide of virtue, miſs Squeamiſh the prude, 
If you touch her, ſhe faints, if you ſpeak, you are rude: | 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, tho' virtue ſhe's none, 
And perhaps ſhe's careſs'd by the coachman, or John. 


With a grave maſk of wiſdom ſay phyſic and law, 


In your caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe there's no 
flaw ; 

Till death and the judge have decreed, they look big, 

And you find you have truſted a full-bottom'd wig. 


'Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 
Each neighbour will find that his next is a cheat ; 
But if, O ye mortals! theſe tricks ye purſue, 


Loa firſt cheat yourſelves, then the devil cheats you. 


Sing tantara-rara, that's all. 


% ** 


es SONG 259. 

IF E is chequer'd toil and pleaſure 
Fill op all the various meaſure, 

See the crew in flannel jerkins, 
Drinking, toping flip by firkins ; 
And as they raiſe the tip 

Too the happy lp, 

On the deck is heard no other ſound, 
But prithee Jack, prithee Dick, 
Prithee Sam, prithee Tom, 

Let che can go round, | 

Bs CrHorvus 
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CHoRkvVvs., 


Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, whiſtle, 
Buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, brave boys, 
Let us ſtir, let us toil, | 
But let? s drink all the while, 
For labour's the prize of our joys. 
For labour's, &c. 


Life is checquer'd-—toil and pleaſure 

Fill up all the various meaſure *- 

Hark ! the crew, with ſun-burnt faces, 

Chanting black-ey'd Suſan's graces ; 
And as they raiſe their notes 
Thro* their ruſty throats, 

On the deck, &c. 


Life is checquer'd—toil and pleaſure 
Fill up all the various meaſure: 
Hark ! the crew their cares diſcarding 
With huſtle-cap, or with chuck-farthing ; 
Still in a merry pin, 
Whether they loſe or win, 
On the deck, &c. 


SONG 260. 


HILLIS, as her wine ſhe ſipp'd in, 
Gaily talking with her ſwain, 
Into her hand he lily ſlipp'd in, 
Tol, lol, lol, lol, 
A full glaſs of briſk champaign. 


Why ſo coy, ſaid he, and fickle? 
Mult I always figh in vain ? 
Muſt I never hope to tickle, 
Tol, lol, &c. 
Your ear with a merry ſtrain? 
2 Long 


N 
1 
i 
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Long have I been toſs'd and fretting, 


Like a ſeilor on the main; 
Sure, at length, tis time to get in, 
Tol, lol, &c. 


To the port I hope to gain. 
Hearts you take delight in ſtealing; 


Of new conqueſſs ſtill are vain; 
Torture other, whilſt I'm feeling, 
Tol lol, &c.. 
Pleaſure that is void of pain, 


Won at length, ſhe liſten'd kindly, 
And from love could not refrain; 
So in the nick the nymph was finely, 

Tol, lol, &c. 
Fitted far her cold diſdain. 


— 


SONG 261. By Mr. Cononnye: 


Soldier and a failor, a tinker and a taylor, 
Had once a doubtful ſtrife, fir, 
To make a maid a wife, fir, 
Whoſe name was buxom Joan, 
Whoſe name, &c. 
For now the time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended 
To lick her lips at man, fir, 
Nor gnaw the ſheets in vain,. 
And lie all night alone. 


The ſoldier ſwore like thunder, 

He lov'd her more than plunder; 
And ſhew'd her many a ſcar, fir, 
Which he had brought from far, fir,. 
Ja fighting for her ſake, 


The 


1 24 ] 
The taylor thought to pleaſe her, 
By offering her his meaſure; 
The tinker too, with metal, 
Said he wou'd mend her kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry leak. 


But while theſe three were prating, 

The ſailor ſlily waiting, 

Thought, if it came about, fir, 

That they ſhould all fall out, ſir, 
He then might play his part: 

And juſt e'en as he meant, fir, 

To loggerheads they went, fir, 

And then he let fly at her 

A ſhot *twixt wind and water, 
Which won this fair maid's heart. 


SON G 26z. 


WFUL hero, Marlbro', riſe ! 
Sleepy charms I come to break: 
Hither turn thy languid eyes; 
Lo! thy genius calls, awake! 


Well ſurvey this faithful plan, 

Which records thy life's great ſtory; 
*T'is a ſhort, but creuded ſpan, 

Full of triumphs, full of glory. 


One by one thy deeds review; 
Sieges, batcles thick appear; 

Former wonder loſt in new, 
Greatly fill each pompous year. 


This 
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This is Blenheim's crimſon ficld, 
Wet with gore, with ſlaughter ſtain'd! 
Here retiring ſquadrans yield, 
And a bloodleſs wreath is gain'd. 


Ponder in thy godlike mind 

All the wonders thou haſt wrought ; 
 Tyrants from their pride declin'd, 

Be the ſuhject of thy thought. 


Reſt thee here, while life may laſt; 
Tho? utmoſt bliſs to man allow'd, 

_ Is to grace his actions paſt, 

And to find them great and good. 


But *tis gone — 0 mortal born ! 
Swift the fading ſcenes remove 
Let em paſs with noble ſcorn : 
Thine ate worlds which roll above. 


Poets, prophets, heroes, kings, 

Pleas'd, thy ripe approach foreſee; 
Men wha acted wond'rous things, 

Tho' they yield in fame to thee. 


Foremoſt in the patriot band, 
Shining with diſtinguiſh'd day, 

See thy friend Godolphin ftand ! 

See ! he beckons thee away. 


Yonder ſeats and fields of light 
Let thy raviſh'd thoughts explore : 
Wiſhing, panting for thy flight! 
an angel, man no more. 


SONG. 


SONG 263. 


J. 


R A Jone Bute was a bonny muckle man, | 
Frae Scotland he came, with his brade ſword in 
band; . 
He came at the heed of a bonny bra clan, 
Who weel-cou'd his muckle muckle ſute withſtand : 
He look*d ſo neat, and he kiſs'd fo ſweet, 
That a dame of renown ſoon gave ear to his ſute ; 
Troth his pipe he draw'd out, and you need not to 
dute 
But a concert he play'd to her German flute, 


3 


Play away, bonny laſs, your flute gangs weel, 
And keeps gude time to my bagpipe ſo clear, 

Sic mufic as this ſure never can fail 
In time to accord with an Eogliſh ear; | 

For what muſic's ſo ſweet, or what harmonycompleat 
As the bagpipes play'd to the German flute? 

Then, lifting up her een, [trait the muckle dame re- 

plies, . 


When the bagpipe is play'd by my Jone Bute. 


III. 


Play away, bonny lad, I have good ſtore of gold, 
Your bags ſhall be fill'd whilſt your pipes they can 
lay, f 
O! you ne'er ſhall return to a climate ſo cold, 
Whilſt your kiſſes are warmer and ſweeter than May, 
Quoth he, dinna mourn, for I ne'er will return 
Whilſt e'er I can taſte of your golden frute; 
Troth his pipe he aſſay'd, and another lilt he play'd 
In concert ſweet with her German flute. 


For 
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IV. 


Away, Engliſh fools, you ne mare ſhall pretend 
Ia muſic to vie with my bonny Highland map; 
Ne mare ſhall the laſſes of England commend 
The fam'd Iriſh jig, when compar'd to my John ; 
For a quick merry ſtrain, that enlivens each ſtrain, 
Wha weel with a Scotchman can ever diſpute ? 
But his bagpipe alone has too much of the drone, 
And of needs muſt be join'd to my German flute, 


. 


Come away, bonry lads, then with courage ad- 
| | vance, d 
Your poor empty ſcrips and your wallets diſown, 


Jone Bute bears the bell, firs, and leads vp the dance 


At the grand maſquerade at the Thiſtle and the 
Crown ; 

There is ſweetmeats and wine ſhall entreat you to 
8 dine, i : 
Your hunger aſſuage, and your ſpirits recruit, 

Whilſt more ſoft to the ear, hark! the bagpipe ſo 

clear | | 
In concert reſounds to the German flute. 


VI. 


A fine Engliſh fiddle accords to the ſtrain, 
A better ſure never was play'd on before, 
The French horn at a diſtance may join it amain, 
And the Spaniſh guittar play an overture in ſcore; 
But woe to the land if they join in the band, 
Soon the fddle would be broke, and the ficdle-ſtick 
to boot, Ny 
For an Ergliſhmen born muſt de ſpiſe 2 French horn, 
When . ears have been tickt 'd by my Jone 
ute. 


SONG 
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SONG 264. 
A Bucx's Song, —Tune, Tantararara, mafks all, 


RO 1 bucks, all attend to the —_ I ſhall 
ing ; 
And 1 ſo 1 make the cieling to ring, 
From thence to the ſkies let your voices reſound, 
While each heart glows with mirth, and the bumpers go 
round, 
Sing tantararara, bucks all. 


But firſt to our grand let us due homage pay, 
And may each grateful buck his lov'd edi& obey ; 


May his breaft, fraught with candour, be open and free, 


And may all in high ſtation be as honeſt as he. 
Sing, &c. 


From ſacred records our ſanction we trace, 

Of old Nimrod the buck, who was fond of the 2 

But ſince that our orders ſo general become, 

Bucks are ev'ry where made, both abroad and at home. 
Sing, &c. 


Now to bucks of all ſeQs in a health let us join, 

Here's the bucks of the Bell, and the bucks of the 
Vine; 

Here's the lodge at the Platter, and likewiſe to thoſe 


Of our order ſo true, at the Sun and the Roſe. 
Sing, &c. 


Let him therefore who rails at our high appellation, 

Whate'er be his worth, or whatever his ſtation, 

Weigh maturely the point, and pray hard for good 
luck, 

Or 'tis twenty to one but incog, he's a buck. 


* Here's 
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IV. 


Away, Engliſh fools, you ne mare ſhall pretend 

In muſic to vie with my bonny Highland map; 
Ne mare ſhall the laſſes of England commend 

The fam'd Iriſh jig, when compar'd to my John ; 
For a quick merry ſtrain, that enlivens each ſtrain, 

Wha weel with a Scotchman can ever diſpute ? 


But his bagpipe alone has too much of the drone, 


And of needs muſt be join'd to my German flute, 


V. 


— 


Come away, bonny lads, then with courage ad- 
vance, 
Your poor empty ſcrips and your wa!lets diſown, 


Jone Bute bears the bell, firs, and leads up the dance 


At the grand maſquerade at the Thiſtle and the 
Crown ; 
There is ſweetmeats and wine ſhall entreat you to 
dine, 
Vour hunger aſſuage, and your ſpirits recruit, 
Whilſt more ſoft to the ear, hark! the bag pipe ſo 
clear 
In concert reſounds to the German flute. 


VI. 


A fine Engliſh fiddle accords to the ſtrain, 
A better ſure never was play'd on before, 
The French horn at a diſtance may join it amain, 
And the Spaniſh guittar play an overture in ſcore; 
But woe to the land if they join in the band, 
Soon the fddle would be broke, and the ficdle-ſtick 
to boot, 
For an Evgliſhmen born muſt deſpiſe a French horn, 
When 2 's ears have been tick''d by my Jone 
Ute. 


SONG 
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| SONG 264. 
A Bucx's Song.—Tune, Tantararara, maſks all, 


RO THER bucks, all attend to the theme I ſhall 
ſing ; 
And eh ſo loud make the cieling to ring, 
From thence to the ſkies let your voices reſound, 
While each heart glows with mirth, and the bumpers go 


round. 
Sing tantararara, bucks all. 


But firſt to our grand let us due homage pay, 
And may each grateful buck his lov'd edict obey ; 


May his breaſt, fraught with candour, be open and free, 


And may all in high ſtation be as honeſt as he. 
Sing, &c. 


From ſacred records our ſanction we trace, 
Of old Nimrod the buck, who was fond of the > ITN 
But ſince that our order's ſo general become, 


Bucks are ev'ry where made, both abroad and at home. 
Sing, &c. 


Now to bucks of all ſeQs in a health let us join, | 

Here's the bucks of the Bell, and the bucks of the 
Vine; 

Here's the lodge at the Platter, and likewiſe to thoſe 


Of our order ſo true, at the Sun and the Roſe. 
Sing, &c. 


Let him therefore who rails at our high appellation, 

Whate'er be his worth, or whatever his ſtation, 

Weigh maturely the point, and pray hard for good 
luck, 

Or 'tis twenty to one but incog, he's a buck. 


V Here's 


| 
| 
| 
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Here's the politic buck, whoſe high antlers well tipp'd, 
Shakes his purſe at the world, while his doe's __ 
leap'd: 
Here's a glaſs ot condolance to each plodding cit 
That's familiarly dock d by a lord or a wit. 
Sing, &c. 


Here's Sir Gravity too, in a bumper ſo clear, 


| Who oft at our ſanction caſt many a ſneer, 


Tho' in public he rolls, yet in private we know. 
He's a buck ev'ry inch—I appeal to his doe. 
Sing, &c. 


Now to bucks of all kinds we have toaſted ſucceſs ; 
Here's the ſweet pretty does, for can true bucks do leſs * 
Come join then in chorus, with accents ſo ſhrill, 
And may each Jolly buck—have a doe at his will. 

Sing tantarara, &c. 


. 
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SON G 285. 


WixcHesTER WEDDING. By Sir Joux SUcktinG. 


T Wincheſter there was a wedding, 
The like of it was never ſeen, 
*Twixt luity Ralph of Reading, 
And bonny black Beſs of the Green : 
The fidlers were crowding before, ; 
Each laſs was as fine as a queen 
There was a hundred and more, 
For all the whole country came in. 
Friſk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 
She look'd like a lily o the vale, 
Ard ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 
And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


With 
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With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
He help'd her over the ſtile, 
And ſwore there was none ſo pretty 
In forty and forty long mile: 
Kit gave a green gown to Betty, 
And lent her his hand to riſe; 
- But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty 
For looking blue under the eyes; 
Thus merrily chatting all, | 
They paſs'd to the bride-houſe along, 
With Jonny and pretty-fac'd Nancy, 
The faireſt of all the throng, 


The bridegroom came out to meet 'em, 
Afraid the dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uſher'd 'em in to treat *em 
With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd. 
The lads were ſo frolic and jolly, 
For each had his love by his ſide; 
But Willy was melancholy, 
For he had a mind to the bride : 
'Then Philip begins her health, 
And turns a beer-glaſs on his thumb ; 
But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinkiog 
The beſt in Chriſtendom, 


And now they had din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the hall, 

The fidlers ſtruck up for dancing, 
And Jeremy led up the ball; 

But Margaret kept a quarrel, 
A laſs that was proud of her pelf, 

'Cauſe Arthur had ſtol'n her garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf: 

She ſtruggl'd, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, 
And ready with anger to cry, 

*Cauſe Arthur, in tying her garter, 
Had ſlipp'd his hand too high. 


Y 3 
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And now, for throwing the ſtocking, 
The bride away was led ; 
The bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For candles to light them to bed: > 
But Robin finding him filly, 
Moſt friendly took him afide, 
The while that his wife with Willy 
Woas playing at hooper's-hide : 
And now the warm game begins, 
The critical minute was come, 
And chatting, and billing, and kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the room. 


Pert Strephon was kind to Betty, 
And blithe as a bird in the ſpring; 
And Tommy was to Katy, 

And wedded her with a ruſh ring: 
Sukie, that danc'd with the cuſhion, 
An hour from the room had been gone 

And Barnaby knew by her bluſhiog, 

That ſome other dance had been done: 

And thus of fifty fair maids, 

That came to the wedding with men, 

Scarce five of the fifty were left ye, 

That ſo did return again. 


SONG 266. Teacvue. 


Y Chreeſht and ſaint Patrick, going home late laſt 
3 night, | 5 | 
About two in the morning I was pat in a fright; 
Comes a dog in a doublet, ſtripp'd all in his ſhirt, 
Aud throws dowa poor Teague very clean in the dirt. 


Then 
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Then firing his piſhtol direct on my faiſh, 
Stand till, you damn'd dog, 'or you're dead on the 
plaiſm: 
De'l tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſh, 
For ne'er was dear joy in more ſorrowful caiſh, 


- Confounded and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero I cry'd, 
Your rogueſhip one day will at T'yburn be try'd : 
If Teague catch you again at ſuch vile tricks as theſe, 
He will, ſwear, joy, upon your majeſty's peaſh. 


Thus threaten'd, be ſhivilly cry'd, my dear honey, 

Fl! not hurt thee at all, but preſent me thy money. 

My money, dear joy, *tis Teague's ſoul—he's undone z 
Well, e'en take it all—for by Chreeſht I have none. 


SONG 267. 


ANNY bluſhes when I woo her, 
And, with kindly chiding eyes, 
Faintly ſays, I ſhall undo her, 
Faintly, O forbear ! ſhe cries ; 
But her breaſts when I am preſſing, 
When to hers my lips I join, 
Warm'd, ſhe ſeems to take the bleſſing, 
And her kiſſes anſwer mine, 


SONG 268. 


OULD you have a young virgin of fifteen 
ears, 
You muſt tickle her fancy with ſweets and dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Sing a love. ſonnet, and charm her years; 
| 1 3 Wittily, 
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Wittily, prettily talk her down. 
| Chaſe her, and praiſe her, if fair or brown ; 
Soothe her and ſmooth her, 
And teaze her and pleaſe her, 
And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your own, 


Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men, 
With the front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briſkly, briſkly, 
Put her. in mind how her time ſteals on: 

Rattle and prattle altho' ſhe frown, 

Rouſe her and touſe her from morn to noon, 
And ſhew her you're able | 
Some hour to grapple, 

And get but her writings, and all's your own. 


| Do you fancy a punk of humour free, 
That's kept by a fumbler of quality, 
You muſt rail at her' keeper, and tell ber, tell her, 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety; 
Swear her much fairer than all the town, 
Try her and ply her when cully's $006 
Dog her and jog her, | 
And meet her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a ines, and all's your own. 


— ' 3 
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'$SONG 269, 


HILLIS, the faireft of love's foes, 

Though fiercer than a dragon ; 
Phillis, that ſcorns the powder'd beaux, 

What has ſhe now to brag on? 

So long ſhe kept her legs ſo cloſe, - 

Till they had ſcarce a 2g On, | 

| FORE 6 Compell'd 


- 
? 


- 
* 
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Compell'd thro' want, this wretched maid: 
Did ſad complaints begin; 
Which ſurly Strephon hearing ſaid, 
It was both ſhame and fin 
To pity ſuch a lazy jade, 
Who'll neither kiſs nor ſpin, 


SONG. 270. By Mr. William Hamilton, 
Tune, the yellow-hair'd Lanpie, 


7E ſhepherds and nymphs, that adorn the gay 
plain, | 
Approach from your ſports, and attend to my ſtrain ; 
Amongſt all your number, a lover fo true 

Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view: 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine: 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath; 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but her lover denies: 
She ſmiles when I'm cheerful, but hears not my ſighs;. 


A boſom ſo flinty, ſogentle an air, 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair, 


I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears ; 

Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, , 
My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


By night, while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with care, 
I ſtart up in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 
The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo !' 
And only when dreaming imagine my woe, 


The 
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Then gaze at a diſtance, no farther aſpire, | 
Nor think ſhe ſhou'd love, when ſhe cannot admire; 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 
Commend her to heav'n, and thyſelf to the grave. 


SONG 271. 
An ALB1loN SoNG, 


N ſtrains harmonious ſound the lay 
That ſings of Albion's noble race, 
Whoſe free-born minds will ne'er decay, 
Nor time their glorious deeds deface, 


Cnokvs. 


In valour matchleſs, heavenly brave; 
We nobly conquer, mildly ſave; 
Nor dangers fear, nor toils we ſhun, 
Honour inſpires each Albion ſon. 


In cheerful ranks our bands advance, 
With warlike ardour dare the foe; 
While baughty Spain and fickle France 
With horror dreads the impending blow. 


Our fleets triumphant ride the main, 
With Albions mann'd, unknown to fear, 
Whoſe fame all nations ſhall proclaim, 
By conqueſts gain'd each warring year. 


See Liberty's propitious ſmile, 

Ard Plenty's copious horn o'erflow, 
To bleſs and guard our native iſle, 
Where artiſts flouriſh, ſcience grow, 
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Illuſtrious ſons of Albion line, 

Who thus in legions firm unite, 

Require the all recording Nine, 

To fing your deeds and martial might, 
In valor, &c. 


SONG 272, The Foux NaT10Ns. 


N vain do poets ſtrive to ſing 
Of hero, patriot, and king, 
That bleſs Great Britain's iſle, 

That bleſs, &c. . 
A taſk too hard for any one, 
Unleſs a Homer or Milton; 
They want both words and ſtyle, 
They want, &c. 


See crouds of volunteers each day, 
Who cry to Granby haſte away, 
Their laurels to maintain, 
Their laurels, &c, 
But who comes here that wears the leak ; 
Methinks a Welchman, let hur ſpeak; 
Old Priton, what doſt ſay ? 
Old Priton, &c. 


WELCHMAN. 


Why hur name it was Taffy, 
And lookee here now, 
Hur as left hur deer country, 
Hur wife, and hur cow, | 
And wifh bur may never go back to hur houſe, 
Till hur ſee the French rogues juſt as ſmall as a mouſe, 


Far 
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For 'Taffy can never leave home at hur eaſe, 


While Frenchmen do rob hur of hur pread and cheeſe; 


Opſhauken, Opdavit, Opmorcan, Opſhones; 


Hur never was fright'ned at preaking of bones, 


For Taffy will fight, got's {platter and nails, 


For hur king, and hur country, and hur prince of 


Wales; 


And Sawney ſhall help hur, wha's heart ne'er did fail 


To fight with a braid ſword as lang as a flail. 


SCOTCHMAN. 


Brethers! what are ye aboot, 

Wha the deel makes a' this rout? © 
My braid ſword it ſhall gee them law, 
O'er the hills and far awaw. 


In me you ſhall a brether find, 

Deel tauke me gin I laug behind; 

For my braid ſword ay ſhall gee them law, 
O'er the hills and far awaw. | 


O gin we meet French face to face, 
We'll gar them run, we'll gee them chace; 
Wha can purſue them like the lads 
That wear the bonnets, ſwords, and plaids. 
Full or empty, drunk or dry; 
Jo vallies laigh, or mountains high, 

ro' ſimmer's beat and winter's ſnaw, 
We'll a*ways gar them run awaw : 
Then tauke a coig, and let us ſing, 
Our ſodgers, ſailors, and our king. 


IRISHMAN. 


And Teague ſhall bear chorus, who never did fail 


To fight for old Ireland, fing Granavale ; 


King 


( ay } 


King N on my harp, and my crown, and my, 
eld ; | 
I'm the firſt io the battle, the lat in the field; 
For the French ſwear: that nothing can fright their bri- 
gades Z 
So much as the face.of our honeſt poor Teagues 


J value no 8 e nor coward a louſe, 

Who flrove to bre:k open my mother's old houſe; 

For Minden has prov'd him a rogue to his face: 

Mahah, Mihamalah! he's now in diſgrace. 

We'll be taking a drink, we'll be joining all four, 

We'll be beating the French were they twenty times 
more; 

And we'll make them cry out Morbleu to their ſhame, 

Or Feelillelillilew, that's all the ſame. 


SON G 273. 


LING away ambition's toys, 

All her-charms and empty noiſe; 
Wealth and fame, and pomp and power, 
Pleaſe their vot'ries but an hour, 

We ne'er cloy, nor night nor day, 
Come to us without delay. 


We may ſearch and toil in vain, 
For ſomething we cannot obtain 
All who'd be completely wiſe, 
Hither turn your wiſhful eyes: 
They ſhall ne'er let fall a tear, 
Sweet contentment habits here. 


Here no danger lurks within, 
Ours is pleaſure free from fin ; 
=P Melting 
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Melting ſcenes, enchanting ſhades, 
Moonlight walks, and fairy glades 
Hark, the merry, merry wake invites, 
Awake to all its dear delights, 


Ours is mirth and endleſs cheer, 

We permit no winter here; 

Jeſt and Wit that give no pain. 

And wanton laughter croud our train 
Stoic wiſdom bribes our ſtay, 

Hear her not, bat haſte away. 


 Hither ye, who pine for love, 
And haunt the lovely willow grove; 
Come and Joſe your threat'ning care, 
| Here's no room for black deſpair ; 
See the faſt confenting eye, 
Love himſelt is always by. 


Glittering ſcenes at ound us riſe, 

Here we feuſt our cars d eyes: 
Vocal woods and ſlizdy bowers, 
Murmuriog ſtreams and painted flowers, 
Make with us a laſting ſtay, 

Ny mphs and ſhepherds come away. 


* 4 


SONG 274. The CanviparTe's Deſciption of 
a true patriotic MEMBER. 


OME coblers turn poets to ſerve their great 
friends, 
Some members turn coblers to turn your beſt ends; 
Good Lord ! what mean notions in your members lurk, 


To rob a poor cobler of all cobling work. 


I hope 
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I hope you'll take care at the gen'ral choice, 
T'o keep up your honour in giving a voice ; 
The man that doth buy you, he muſt allo ſell, 
Pray then chuſe the members thit will ſerve you 
well, 


Pray uſe your endeavours with all your ſweethzarts, 
To chuſe out a man of- good natural parts, 

To enter the ſtate, and at laſt reach the prize; 
This ability wanting, your man cannot riſe. 


I am a freeman, I may thank my good friend ; 
I not only ſtand, but am willing to ſpend ; 

What would you have more to defend your juſt laws, 
Than to empty my bags in your country's cauſe? 


I ftand by myſelf, tho' by you I am rais'd, 
And when I ſtand fiifly, by you J am prais'd; 
This general waxim I cannot think wrong, 
The bedy's not weak, when the members are (lrong, 


Some call me an aſſiſtant, but, by your good leave, 
My family's deſcended from Adam and Eve; 
My greateſt misfortune, I act in dumb ſhow, 
I have not a tongue for to ſay Aye or No, 


What can be more humble, unleſs a plain mouſe, 
My higheſt ambition's a little thatch'd houſe ; 

The door in the middle, a wife in her ſmock, 
The door to fall open whenever I knock. 


Of national good then you need not deſpair, 

If all members, like me, would ſplit but the hair; 
Not lean to each party, nor be led aſtray, 

But puſh at all things in a middling way. 


2 Some 


Some members no ſooner into the houſe get, 

Their votes they will ſell, tho' they pay no juſt debt ; 
All theſe men of honour will ſwear black is white, 

But a good ſtanding member pays bills upon ſight. 


My ſweet charming creatures, my dears all in all, 
By you I muſt ſtand, and by you I muſt fall; 
Then fill up your glaſſes, and cheerfully ſing, 
A ſtiff ſtanding member a bleſſing does bring. 


| SONG 275. Hayey Dicx Dawsox. 


OME here, we're all jovial and happy, as hearty ' 
as hearty can be; 

No ſorrow or care to peiplex us, from trouble we ever 
are free; a 

Give me the gay fellow in life, who ſeldom a dull 
thought has known, . 

That would rather kiſs any man's wife by the one half, 
than he'd his own; 

Then fill up the glaſſes, dear boys, and make the beſt 

| ule of your time, 

For, believe me, there's nothing ſurpaſſes the joys of 
dear women and wine. 


Since life is at beſt but a ſpan, tis as good to be merry 
as not, | | 

We'll bappily live while we can, for ſorrow brings no- 
thing but thought ; BE 26 2h 

We'll rattle away with the laſſes, and crack a gay flaſk 
with our friends ; | 

So thus our time merrily paſſes, in taking the world as 

od ſends. | | 
Then fill vp, &c. 


Damn 


| ( 26 J 

Damn money, 'tis nothing but traſh, we'll be merry 
tho? ever fo poor; 

When we have it we cut a great daſh, when it's gone 
we ne'er think of it more; 

So let me =o wealthy or not, my ſpirits are always the 
ame, 

Quite free of ev'ry. dull thought, and happy Dick 

Dawſon's my name, 

Then fill up, &c. 


— 


SONG 276. Francis Fawkes. 
Woman. A Ballad. Sung by Mr. Lows, at Vauxhall, 


Set by Mr, WorGan. 


o longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 

The merits of wine with the charms of the 
fair 3 

J appeal to the men to determine between 

A tun-belly'd Bacchus and beauty's fair queen, 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I refign ; 

For tho? there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile z 

"Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile, 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I behold her, the more I admire 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore; 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more. 


How happy our days when with love we engage ! 
Tis the tranſport of youth, tis the comfort of age: 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bow] ? 


Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul! 
A ot, 
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A fot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink the more thirſty am I : 

From this fair confeſſion, tis p'ain, my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end, 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 

But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure mult ſpring 3 
Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—fhe is the belt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we-may juſtly afford ; 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord: 
Bat woman for ever gives tranſport to man, 

And I'll love the dear ſex—aye, as long as I can. 


— — 


SONG 277, Ax ApbpREsSs To THE LADIES. 


By Mr. WRITEHEAD.— ung at RANRLACR. 


E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome round, 
Pray tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſexes at once to confound ? 
W hat means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion defign'd to perplex ? | 
Bright eyes were intended to Janguiſh, not ſtare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex—dear girls, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex. 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry art to her aid; 

The boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat ſhort 

Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade: 


But 
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But you, on whom fortune indulgent!y ſhines, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſrare, 
Should ſlily anack us with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent air—brave girls, 
Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 

And kindly ſhould ſeem, by the artiſt deſign'd, 
To ſerve as a model for you: 

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal; 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal — ſweet girls, 
And double, &c. 


The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure ; 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our homaye we'll pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and ſure ; 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

Vou may do very well for ſiſters and aunts; 
But, believe me, you'll never be wives — poor girls, 
But, believe me, you'll never be wives. 


1 


1— 


SONG 278. A MEDLEY, 


Tune, A CoxLER THERE WAS, &c. 


E ſons of the bottle, attend to my muſe, 
Who boldly has ventur'd her ſubjects to chuſe 
From Hogarth's keen pencil, which juſtly diſplays 
The foibles frail man ev'ry moment betrays. 
Derry down, &c. 


2 3 Old 


L. | 
Old Time on the c'ock had proclaim'd the laſt hour, 
When Bacchus began to exhibit his power; 
Poor Reaſon was forc'd to take flight fro.» the room, 
And leave Noiſe and Folly their reign to aſſume.” 

Derry down, &c. 


A SOLDIER AND A SAILOR, &c. 


The captain and phyſician 
Were got in ſtrange diviſion, 
Which had the greateſt ſkill, fir, 
And who the moſt did kill, fir, 
When thus began their fray ; 
At length ſo high it roſe, fir, 
From words they fell to blows, fir, 
And ſoon the fierce cockade, fir, 
Upon the floor was laid, fir : 
The doctor gain'd the day. 


aw s A Pol irie Law, &c, 


A ruddy-fac'd ſon of the church, 
Who thought all religion a hum, 
Had left his poor flock in the lurch 
To tip the glaſs over his thumb : 
The patriarchs (ſaid he) thought no ſhame 
With women and wine to be bleſs'd; 
Then why ſhould not we do the ſame? 
So merrily drank to the beſt. 


TAE Ass. 
The lawyer ſo arch, with his wig plac'd awry 
On noddle well fronted with braſs, 


Grins, ſtammers, and hiccups, and cocking his eye, 
Thus makes of his client an als ; 


« The 


| E 
4 The caſe you have told, to be ſure is as clear, 
„As the wine that now ſmiles in the glaſs; 


« But *zounds! right or wrong, fir, you need not to 
„ fear, 


« I'd prove that a horſe is an aſs.” 


The Macris, 


The juſtice more wiſe, 
Who Bacchus dehes, 

Sate ſoberly ſoaking his clay; 
From Nelfon and Coke © 
He oftentimes ſpoke, 


Then cordially whiff'd it away. 


The YoRKsSHIRE BALLAD, 


Sir Politick having fix'd all for the beſt, 

The balance of power ſoon lulPd him to reſt, 

The beau is weak nerves by caſcading confeſs'd, 
Wich a down, down, down, &e. 


Give us Grtasses, my WEN, &c, 


To drive away care, 
And baniſh deſpair, | 

Thus mortals purſue a wrong courſe; 
The cure they propoſe, 
Too oftentimes grows, 

Than e'en the diſeaſe itſelf worſe. 
The mirror held up 
Will thew in the cup, 

Thoſe ills which make nature decay; 
Let reaſon once more 
Your ſenſes reſtore, 


And happily live while you may. 


4 SONG 
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SONG 279. ABir or THE Brows, 
Tone, Is STory WwER'RE TOLD, &. 


Nwhimſica lays, 
permit me to praiſe 
The colour that hears moſt renown, 
While life 1 enjoy, 
And pleaſures ne'er cloy, 


Let me have a bit of the Brown, 
Brave boys, &c. 


Some people delight 
In bread that is white, 
And greedily ſwallow it down: 
So odd is my taſte, 
You may think ir ill plac'd: 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, N 
| Brave boys, &c. 


When Engliſhmen dine 
On ſmoakiog Sir Loin, 
Some with irfide their palates will crown; 
Like poor“ Jerry Sneak, 
So patient and meek, 


Let me have a bit of the Brown. | 
Brave boys, &c. 


Of all the bright toaſts 
That Great Britain boaſts, 
And irflame the gay ſparks of the town; 
The red, black, and fair, 
4 Their hearts may enſnare, 


Let me have a bit of the Brown, ; 
: Brave boys, &c. 


A character in FoorE's Mayok OF GARRET. 
| | With 
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With wines in great ſtore, 
From Gallia's proud ſhore. 
The wealthy their ſenſes will drown; 
Let me, a poor bard, 
My country regard, 


Contented with Beer nice and Brown, 
Brave boys, &c, 


SON G 280. The Oa AN WN. 


Tune, WHAT CHEER, MY HONEST MESSMATES, 


S learing black-ey'd playhouſe Sal, 
A plump and forward wench, 
With baſket hanging on her arm - 
W as tripping o'er each bench : 
In notes ſo ſhrill her trade ſhe cry'd, 
Ta tempt the beaux and belles; 
« Will you have ſome oranges, or chips, 
** Orelſe ſome nonpareils. 


Young buck obſerv'd the ſqalling ede 
And as ſhe ſcudded by, 

He ſeiz'd her foot, and prais'd it much, 
But flipp'd his hand too high: 

The girl to freedoms ſuch as theſe 
Had been accuſtom'd long, 

So let him go where'er he pleas'd, 
Nor thought him in the wrong. 


Down by his ſide her ſeat ſhe took, 
In hopes her fruit to ſel]; 
And praQtis'd all her female arts: 


She knew her buſineſs well. | 
And 
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And while ove hand at liberty 
Her h:dden charms enjoy'd, 
In rummaging her baſket through 
The other was employ'd. 


He choſe an orange from the reſt, 
My dear, what is the price?“ 
„ *Tis ſixpence, fir; for one fo fine 
That hardly will ſuffice, 
I carry no commodities 
__ « But what are fit for uſe; | 
Then have it, fir, and take my word 
„ You'll find it full of juice.“ 


6 


— 


SONG 281. The CuARus or The BOTTLE. 


/ 


f Tune, LETEI. 


E mortals, whom trouble and ſorrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end; 
For ever depriv'd of hope's all-cheering ray, 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day, 
Obey the glad ſummons, the bar-bell invites, 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights. 


F, 
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When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueſt, 
By heard-hearted duns too continually preſs'd; 
When brats begin crying and ſqalling for bread, 
And wife never ſilent—till faſt in her bed. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


o 
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Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 

Tho? all Europe's powers together combine; 

Our brave Britiſh ſailors need ne'er care a jor, 

Surrounded with plenty of ſuch rape grape ſhot. 

© Obey the glad ſummons, &, : 
When 


q | C 228; 1 
| When Fanny was uſing her nails in Cock-lane, 
And raiſing chime: a's in each Briton's brain, 
Had claret been offer'd the ſpirited ſhe, 
They ſoon might have laid her ſafe in the Red Sea. 
Odey the glad ſummons, &c. | 


Was each dull pedantical text-ſpinning vicar 

To leave of dull preaching, and ſtick to his liquor; 

O! how he would wiſh for that power dis ine, 

To change when he would ſimple water to wine. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 

And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe, 

Deſpair not, that pleaſure in Bacchus you'll find, 

Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind, 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


— 
«a 
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SON G 2382. 


4 virgins attend. 

Believe me your friend, 

Abd with prudence attend to my plan; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 
There goes an old maid, 


But get morry'd as falt as you can, 


As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat quick at the fight of a man: 
Then chuſe out a youth 
With honour and truth, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can, 


For age, like a cloud, ; 
Your charms will ſoon ſhroud, 
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And this whimſical life's but a ſpan ; 
Then maics make your hay, 
While Sol darts his ray, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake 
Will artfuily take 
Ev'ry method poor girls to * 3 
But baffle the ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can, 


And when Hymen's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, 
The bright flame ſtill continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the ſlings 
That jealouſy brings, 


But be conſtant and bleſs'd while you can. 


SON G 283. The Falxr. 


N days of yore, when on the plain 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 
By Cynthia's borrow'd ſilver light; 
If e'er your grandames did amiſs, - 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this. 


Was lady Mary ever known 

To toy with Celadon alone ; 

Did avarice her boſom fill 

With paſſions ſtrong for dear quadrille; 
Or did her heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter'd were her bands and feet. 


If once too ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, 
Her petticoat too ſhort before ; 


Or 
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Or if to catch the gazer's ſight, 
She us'd the arts of red and white ; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew 
Were ſure to pinch her black and blue. 


But far 'more happy days enſue, 

The Britiſh dames of fixty-tw0' 

Are not afraid of rigid elves, _ 

They know no guardians but themſelves ; 
The tell-tale race at length ſubdu d, 
Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude. 


Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one et pleaſure mad: 

This method I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a fairy in your breaſt, 

Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too far. 


& * — 


-$O NG 284. The War To win HER» 


Tune, The Way To KEEP RIA. 


E ſwains who roam from fair to fair, 
And ſtrive each heart to bind, 
Give ear to what I now declare, 
_ The pretepts of a friend, 
Would you in Venus' wars ſucceed, 
Of beſhfulneſs be ſure take heed, 
And that's the way to win her. 


When firſt you meet the blooming laſs, 
More ripe than peach or pear, 

Let not mirutes idly p: ſe, 
Of dull delays beware: 


Aa 22 With 


„ 
With kiſſes ſweet your flame confeſs, 
| Her panting ſnowy boſom preſs, 
Aud that's the way to win her. 


But ſhould the crafty nymph prove COYs. 
Cry.“ Sir, you are rude,” 

Let not theſe arts your hope deſtroy, 
By nature all are lewd ; 

*Then ſhilly ſhally never ſtand, 

But boldly march up ſword in hand, 
And chat $ the way to win her. 


And when love's fire you have fann d, 
And ſhe begins to melt, : 
And finds her virtue can't withſtand” 
The raptures ſhe has felt, 
Then gently force her to the ſport, 
With'reſolution ſtorm the fort, 
And that's the way to Win her, 


— 1 1 a, 
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SONG 285. Curip Drown'D, a Drioking Song. 
Tune, No longer let whimſical Songſters. 


E roſy- fac d ſons of the rich purple juice, 
Attend to the carrol I now ſhall produce, 

What ſubject ſo noble to chant o'er our bowls 

As that which we know will make happy our ſouls ! 


To make me in love, and appear like an aſs 

And kneel at the feet of each proud froward laſs, 
be goddeſs of beauty had long ſtrove in vain, 

Fur love, while I've liquor, ſhall ne'er give me pain. 


At length quite enrag'd, that a mortal like me, 
_ Should laugh at her power and yet remain free: 


The 
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The urchin, young Cupid, ſhe bade quickly fly, 
And never return till he made me comply. 


The youth left Olympus, to Old England came, 
Diſcover'd my haunts, choſe a dart, took his aim: 
But ere he had time to purſue his deſign, 

I plung'd him headlong in a hogſhead of wine, 


And now there's an end to that troubleſome boy, 
The pleaſures of wine we may freely enjoy ; 

Let Sol round the globe roll as faſt-as he will, 
The bottle and glaſs ſhall keep up with him ſtill. 


—— 


SONG 286. Sung in the REOISTIR-Orriex. 


Y fweet pretty Mogg, you're as ſoft'as'a bog, 

| And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten: 
hoſe eyes in your face—{O'pity my caſe) 

Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, poor Dermot hath ſmitten. 
-For ſofter than filk, and as fair as new milk, 

Your lilly-white hand is, your lilly-white hand is: 
Your ſhape's like a pail z from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ftrait as a wand is, 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 

As black as the devil, as black as the devil: 

Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville, 

When dreſe'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddefs, 

So nimbly, ſo friſky; ſo nimbly, ſo friſky; 

A kiſs on your cheek ('tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſleek) 

Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 
whiſky. | | 


T grunt and I pine, and ſob like a ſwine, 
| Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel; 
# Aa 2 No 


— 
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No reft can I take; and aſl:ep or awake 
I drezm of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give over ; nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly. handle, ſo cruelly handle! 


Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 
Or ſnuff of a. candle, or ſnuff of a candle, 


i 


223 


SONG 287, Gar, 


5 IS woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts: 

Her very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, 

She tricks us of our money with our hearts: 
For her, like wolves, by night we roam for prey, 

And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe. her charms ; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And beauty mutt be feed into our arms. 


SONG 288. Gar. 


F the heart of a man is depreſs'd with cares, 
I The miſt is giſpell'd when a woman appears: 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes our ſpirits, and charms our ears, 
Roles aud lihes her cheeks diſcloſe, | 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her; vit ( cnia ot 
Careſs her, dg uo 60.414 £ 
Ainhibiides, . id, $f om n ba, 
And kiſſes, $4807 
Diſſolve us in pleaſuce, and ſoft-repoſe, 
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7 0UTH"s the ſeaſon made for j joys. 
Love is then our duty, 


She alone who that employs, . 
Well deſerves her beauty, 


Let's be gay, | | 
1c we may, Pe OY 1 
Beauty's a flower defpis d ” decay, : 45 ** 


Youth's the ſeaſon, ce. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Our's is not to-morrow; 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſprings 
Let us drink, &c. 


HE modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, | 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
*Tis true, you find — 
Some friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to tefend, 
| Ig4 ſorrow ful ditty, 
They promile, they pity; 
But ſhift you for money from friend to friend. 


Aa 3 SONG 
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SONG 291,; Gay. 


. * pt HE charge i is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow, of „ 

F go, undiſmay d. ſor death is a debt, a 

A debt on demand —.—ſo lake what I owe. 


Then farewel, my love—dezx Fhirmer, daes 
Contented I die dis the better ſor you: 
Here end all diſputes for the reſt of our lives, | 
For this way at once I pv all 4 wives. 


— 
1 e——_—_— 2 


SON G, 292. Gar. 


4 7 


— 


' * 


IN CE laws rewind for egy degree,” 
To curb vice in others, as well as in me, 
J wonder we han't better company 
Upon Tybura tree! 


Bat gold from law can take out the ſting ; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwiog, 

*T would thin the land, ſuch garden to ring 
Upon Tyburn tree! 


SONG 293: Gar. 
HUS 1 ſtand, like a Turk, with wy doxies 


around ; 
From all ſides their glances bis paſſion confound! 
For black, brown, and fair his mcooſtancy burns, 
And different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 


Each 


| 
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Each calls forth her charms to proveke his deſires, 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires; 
But think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 
The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow, 
But think of this maxim, &c. 


—_ 


SONG Sigg Sal 5 Mr. Marrooks, in 
Tuomas anD SALLY, 


ROM plowing the ocean and thraſhing Mon- 
ſieur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates, halloo boys, what 
cheer, | 


For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore! ___ _ 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, no doubt, 
And to cut us and flaſh us—Morblieu! 

But hold there, avaſt ! they were plaguely out, 
We have lic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my ARIES your own. noulequence know, 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 

The lion may rouſe, when he bears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


Vou've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars; 
Your damn'd party and 1dle conteſt ;, - 

And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſim pering gypſies look to't ; 

Sound bottoms they*ll find us in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


1 24 J 
The:land{men,” mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and che like; 
But ware thoſe fair 'colouns, . for: better for worſe, Th 


Is the bargain we're ne to re. 
Now long live the kin roſperous reign, 
_ 50 power, no — 2 hep l 


May Britain's. proud flag ſtill exult o'er the mains 2 
At all points of the compaſs. dilplay'd. | 


No quickſands endanger, no florm overwhelm ;: © 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe ſail: | 
No ignorant pilots e'er fit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail, | 


1 By +» BS! þ th. 1 —_ 1 LES — 8 a —— 
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$ONG 295. 1 by Mr. as, Whore: 
* 1 VILLAGE, 


ET ney ones and lebt 5 
Make the moſt of their fate: 
From pleaſure to pleaſare they run: 
Well, who cares a jot! _ 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exereiſe, air, 

To the fields J repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes fine 

No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 


SONG 
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SONG 296, Lovs in 4 ViLLAGS. 


TILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn fate I try; 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave 

Then relapſing fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


_ 


.$SONG 297. 


W HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good-nature ; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe; 
Happy mortal ! to poſleſs her, 
In your boſom, warm and preſs her, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be as fond, as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
"Tis to mend her ne'er a whit; 
Nothiog's tough enough to bind her, 
Then agog, when once you find her, 
Let her go and never mind her; 
Heart alive you're fairly quit. , 


- SONG 
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The Sa 1Lox. Sung by Mrs. VIx ENT, at Mary bone. 


OINCE loſt to peace of mind ſerene, 
I drag my chain in fruitleſs hope, 
I'll court each melancholy ſcene, 

And give my ſorrows their full ſcope. 
My lovely, ſprightly, gallant tar, 

Who ſports with fierce deſtructive war, 
Think what I feel, where'er thou art, 
Thinking of thy Mary's breaking heart. 


Secure thy dancing caſtle rides 

Upon the boſom of the deep, 
The ſtormy wind and wave abides, 

And navigation bids the ſleep; 
But balmy ſleep and downy reſt 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt, 
When jealous fears like mine ſhall prove 
The truth of my dear ſailor's love. 


Hope, doubt, and fear, and winds and waves 

More dreadful to the love - toſs d mind, 
Than thofe'the ſxilful ſeaman braves, 

Who leaves pale care and grief behind. 
Th' adventurous maid Sure 2 like me, 
That fails on ſuch a troubl'd ſea, 7 
The ocean's rage would gladly meet, 

And in its depths feek a retreat, 


Yet, O be till, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon, whiſper to thy fears, 

My ſailor may return again, 3 

Crown'd with fucceſs to dry my tears; 

When fame, ar all her gaudy charms, 

Shall yield him to my longing arms, 
And one bleſs'd hour together blend 

The lover, hero, huſband, friend. 


Cnorvs. 
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CRoORuUsVö. 


Britannia, hail, thou mighty queen, 
The ſtrength, the power, the ſeas are thine, 
Long may thy pow'r on juſtice lean, 
To be preſerv'd they mult combine: 
To courage ſingly-ne'er reſort, - 
For virtue is thy true ſupport; 
"Tis that alone can ſtrength maintain, 
Be virtuous, and for ever reign. 


* —_ 
” 
— 


SONG 299. On St. Davip's Day, 


OLD winter with an icy face, 
Thou bid'ſt us once farewel, 
And man-like March to take his place, 
One month with us to dwell. 
He's brother to ſweet April ſhow'rs, 
And uſher to ſweet May, | 
And in his hat he wears a leek 
Upon St. David's day. 


When Julius Cæſar with his force 
Did firſt invade this land, 

The Welchmen bold, with foot and horſe, 
Did his proud force withſtand. 

A tribute he from them did ſeek, 
Which they refus'd to pay, 

That makes the Welchmen wear their leek 
Upon St. David's day. 


Then after them the Saxons came, 
Whom Eſſex to obtain, | 

And with an army well prepar'd, 
'The kingdom for to gain, 


2 Poth 
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Both towns and cities went to rack, 
While Saxons bore the ſway : 

At length the Welſhmen drove them back, 
Upon St. David's day. 


And after them the Danes came in, | 
The proud ufurping foe, 5 

At Wincheſter they did begin 
This land to overflow; | 

Till captain Lloyd, that Welchman bold, 
Did ſee their lives decay, | 

And conquer'd all the Daniſh crew 
Upon St. David's day. 


When crook-back Richard wore the crown, 
As regent of this land, 

No policy could pull him down, 
Nor his proud force withſtand; 

Till Henry Richmond entered Wales, 
Whom Welchmen did obey, 

And conquer'd him on Boſworth field 


Upon St. David's day. 


In Jacobus let Spaniards boaſt, | 
St. Dennis was for France, 
St Patrick for the weltern coaſt, 
Now Welchmen bold advance. 
So let St. George ſtill wield the ſword, 
And David bear the ſway; 
Welchmen wear,leeks with one accord 


Upon St, David's day. 


The Welchmen they were always mae 
And with a full conſent 

They gave their king and prince their due, | 
And lov'd their preſident. | 

So jovial bleſſings be on thoſe lads 
That gain the boldeſt ſway, 

The lord may bleſs their meiry hearts 


'That keep St. David's doy. 


SONG 
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SONG zoo, By Mr. Cunnixcnan, 
The SYcamMoRE SHADE. A Ballad. 
Sung by Mrs. PinTo. Set by Dr. ARR E. 


OTHER day as I fat in the ſycamore ſhade, 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, 
I trembled—l bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid ! 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 
Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flutter is here! 
Young Damon deſigns you no ill; | 
The ſhepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then pr'ythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill, 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, | | 
One kiſs he demanded No more! | 

But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 
I could not begrudge him a ſcore, 

My lambkins I ve kiſs'd, and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill : 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade, | 
For ſhelter I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho? the dear ſhepherd be there, 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; | 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
Fil die ere I bid it lie ſtill. 


SON G 301. Sung by Mr. VERNOV. 
Set by Mr. ARNOLD. 


RE Phcebus ſhall peep on the"freſh budding flaw'r, 
E. Or blue - bells are robb'd of their dew; 
Sleep on my Maria while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you, | 


—— — — — 


7 
There roſes and jes'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy thy hue ; 
The lily to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 
How faint its reſemblance of you. 


With ſweets of thy breath, the hedge vi'let ſhall vie 
But weakly, and pay it it's due; | 

The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the floe for thine eye, 
Yet nature paints nothing like you, 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare 
The truth of my well belov'd ſhe : 


| Whoſe hands, if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhould dare, 


Wou'd ſhrink from all others but me. 


} 


— 


SONG 302. The PirSRIM. 


From the origioal Italian. 


N penance for paſt folly, 
A pilgrim blithe and jolly, 

Sworn ſoe to melancholy, 
Set out ſtrange lands to ſee ; 
With cockle ſhells on hat brim, 
Staffs, beads, and ſcrip, in that trim, 
Beſitting of a pilgrim, 

Begging for charity. 


With un ſhod feet he traces 
His way thro' wilds and chaces, 
And ſundry diſmal places, 

In hopes ſome roof to ſee z 
But when that he could fird 
No houfe nor hut to go to, 
Was ever pilgrim put ſo 

To it for charity. | 

4 | But 
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But now, when moſt dejected, 
Kind heaven, when leaſt expected, 
A maiden's ſteps direQed, 
Whence come you, fir? ſays ſhe. 
Full many a weary ſtep, ſweet, 
And all with theſe poor bare feet, 
O could I by your help, meet 
Lodging for charity. 


With courteous voice and accent, 
Says ſhe, I ſee you're quite ſpent, 
Yet what I ſay is well meant, 
Pray lodge to night with me. 
This favour is exceſſive; 
No ſpeeches, fir, while I live, 
If I have aught I can give, 

"Tis given in charity. 


He ey'd her charms whilſt eating, 
And call'd her love and ſweeting, 
And many a tender greeting, 
So kind a heart had he, 
Kind fir, ſays ſhe, you're tir'd, 
'Tis time you were retir'd, 
Nor beds nor rooms are hir'd, 
But lent in charity. 


My tenement is brittle, 
And is, I fear too little. 
It fits me to a tittle, 

So in at once went he, 
Through many a town and city 
I've been, and O! the pity, 
Ne'er met a room ſo pretty, 

Nor ſo much charity, 


- B b 2 Nine 
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Nine days he paſt in clover, 
So well he play'd the lover; 
She thought it too ſoon over, 

And will you go? ſaid ſhe. 
But, gentle pilgrim, ſhould you 
Return, you know I would do 
As much as woman could do, 

To ſhew my charity. 


% 
at. — 
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SONG 303. Joun Ax ERSOE, my Jo. 
Sung by the Choice Spirits, 
OHN Anderſon, my Jo, John, 


I wonder what you mean, 
To riſe ſo ſoon in the morning, 
Ard fit up ſo late at een; 
You'll bleer out a* your ey'n, John, 
And why will you do ſo? 
Come ſooner to your bed at e'en, 
John Anderſon, my Jo. 


John Anderſon, my lo, fob, 
When firſt you did begin, 
You had as good a tail tree 
As ony ither man 
But 'tis waxen weak, John, 
And wriggles to and fro; 
I gi'e twa gae ups for ane gae down, 
John Anderſon, my Jo. 


John Anderſon, my Jo, 
You're welcome when you pleaſe, 
Either in the warm bed, John, 
Or elſe upon the clacths ; 


On 
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Or you ſhall have the horns, John, 
Upon your head to grow ; | 
And that's the cuckold's maliſon, 
John Anderſon, my Jo. 


When you come on before, John, 
See that you do your beſt 
When you begin to haud me, 
See that you gripe me faſt : 
See that you gripe me faſt, John, 
Until that I cry ho! 
Your back ſhall crack e'er I cry ſlack, 
John Anderſon, my Jo. 


O! tis a fine thing 
To keek out o'er the dyke, 
But *tis a muckle finer thing 
To ſee your hurdice fyke, John, 
T o fee your hurdies fyke, John, 
And wriggle to and fro; 
*Tis then I like your chaunter-pipe, 
John Anderſon, my ]o. 


I'm backed like a ſalmon, 


I'm breaſted like a ſwan, 
My wyme is like a down cod, 
My middle you may ſpan ; 
From top unto my toe, John, 
I'm like the new-fawn ſnow ; 
And "tis a' for your conveniency, 


John Anderſon, my Jo. 


f 
| 


— 
. 
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— 
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SONG 304. 
REciTATIVE. 


HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent ſtand, 


My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule: 


No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign withia : 
Old Care be gone! here ſadneſs is a fin. 


AI R. 


Tell me not the joys that wait 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's great, 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe : 

The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, 

I was born for them alone: 

Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 

Give 'em to the fools I hate. 


But let love, let life be mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay ; 
Gaily let the minutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy: 
So ſhall love and life me mine ; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


SONO 
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SONG 305. By F. Fawxes, A. M. 


EAR Tom this brown jug that now foams with 
mild ale, 
(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the Vale) 
Was once Toby Philpot's, a thirſty old ſou], 
As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl, 
In boozing about 'twas his praife to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore of the bell— 
Bell, he bore of the bell, 


Tt chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a frind and a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old flingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he dy'd, full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body when long in the ground it bad lain, 

And time into clay had deſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug 

Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale, 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the Vale— 
Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


— — 8 ä 


SONG 306. Nancy Pir Ex. 


HEN heart and head are crack'd with care, 
With more than heart and head can bear, 
There's nothing can thoſe cracks repair, 

Like this my Nancy Piper. 


What 
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What his man without his mate, 


Jack for Gill, and Tom for Kate, 


Each for each was form'd by fate. i 
And I for Nancy Piper. 


A bowl of punch will make you gay, 
But when the fumes are paſs'd away, 


Your joys are gone, your ſorrows ſtay. | 
Not ſo with Nancy Piper. 


In her the teſt ingredients meet, 
Not weak and ſour, and ſtrong and ſweet, 


But beſt refin'd, and ſpirits neat, | 
Are found in Nancy Piper. 


Old Time, that thief, will ſteal your prime; 
To ſteal from him will be no crime, 

Of all his cares, let's cheat old Time, 
By the help of Nancy Piper. 


Then come, my Nancy, trip away, 
To- morrow's grief will kill to day, 
And drive out care with dance and play, 
And thus we'll pzy the Piper. 


SONG 307. HunTinG 


Calls the hunters all up with the morn; 
o the bills and the woodlands we ſteer, 
To unharbour the out- ly ing deer. 


F ARK! away! 'tis the merry-ton'd horn 


- Cnorvus of Huxrs MER. 


And all the day long, 


This, this is our ſong ; 8 
till 


t ae 7 
Still hollowing 
f And following, 
So frolic and free; 
Our joys knows no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds, ] 
No mortals on earth are ſo happy as we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills they all echo, hillo; 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, 
Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies. 
And all the day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb. 

Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, 

What a joy from our labours we feel? 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the day long, &c. 


At night when our labour is done, 
'Then we will go hollowing home, 
With a hallo, ballo, and a huzza, 
Reſolving to meet the next day. 
And all the day long, &c. 


* 


*— 


SONG 308. 
Woman for Man : addreſſed to the Bachelors 


INE, wine we allow the briſk fountain of 
mirth, 
It frigbts away care, and gives jollity birth; 
Vet while we thus freely great Bacchus approve. 
Let's pay the glad tribute to Venus and love; 
For do what you will, nay, or ſay what you can, 
Who loves not a woman, the wretch is no man. 


To 
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To the charms of that ſex let us cheerſul refign 

Our youth and our vigour, they're better than wine; 
There's merit, I own, in a gay ſparkling glaſs, | 
But can it compare with a lovely kind laſs? 

No, it cannot compare, you may ſayw hat you can, 
Who prefers not a weman, the wretch is no man, 


Th' enchantments of beauty what force can repel, 
The eye's powerful magic, the boſom's ſoft ſwell, 
The look ſo endearing, the kind melting kiſs; 

The enjoy ments of love, are all raptores and blifs ; 
Then who woman refuſes rejects nature's plan, 

He may ſay what he will, but the wretch is no man, 


May ſcandal, misfortune, and direful diſgrace, 
Be the portion of all th' effeminate race; 

Like England what nation on earth can they find, 
Whoſe nymphs are ſo fair, ſo inviting, and kind? 
Then who woman refuſes rejects nature's plan, 


May they ſuffer like brutes, nor be pity'd by man, 


| From a ſtriking example my moral ſhall ſpring, 


Who'd act like a man, let him copy his king: | 

Like George, in his youth (the gay ſpring-tide of life) 

Let ev'ry good fellow now take him a wife; 

When by Hymen you'r bleſt, reſt ſecurely, for then 

You'll have nothing to do, but to prove yourſelves 
men. 


SONG zog. 


AVE women and wine there is nothing in life 
That can bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it; ; 
1 the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with 

care, ; | 
Dear women and wine only cure it. | 
| | Come 
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Come. on, then, my boys, we'll have women and 
wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them; 
He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and ſound, my dear 
| Jack, 

To heighten our am'rous hires ; 

Our girls plump and ſound ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 
And gratify all our deſires, 


— 


SONG zio. 


AIL, England, old England, for glory re- 
nowa'd, 
In arms, as in arts, ſo tranſcendantly crown'd, 
*T'is thine, ſtrict honour, no treaties to break; 
»Tis thine to revenge, when that honour's at ſtake ; 
Then now rouze, ye brave, draw the ſword, point the 
lance, 
And bid the bold cannon hurl thunder to France. 


CHORUS, 


Huzza! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons! to conqueſt 
purſae : 
For the trumpet of vict'ry's uplifted for you. 


Hark! Truth ſpeaks already, our heroes prevail ; 

The rouz'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale: 

Thy cunning, O Fracce ! its own fate will decree : 

Succeſs, lo! dawns on us by land and by fea : 

And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britith flag fly, 

To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny. 
Huzza, &c, 

Britannia 


0 I®.} 
Britannia rejoces your ardour to ſee ; 
My ſons, fight, ſhe cries; *tis for freedom and me; 
Tho' Gallic ambition alliance explore; 
You've conquer'd them now, whom you've conquer'd 
before; | 
And Triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall ſing, 
The ocean is George's, and George is our king. 


Huzza, &c. 


SONG 311. | 
Tune, If he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw. 


O think on one's follies, ſometimes, is but 
| right; 

And reflection is good, tho? there's nothing got by't; 
How many ways mortals purſue after bliſs ! 
But ftill the genteeleſt is Keeping a mils : 

The prudent are conſtant to one, and no more; 
But I, like a blockhead, muſt dabble with four : 
I'll tell you their names, tho? you'll call me a rake : 
Miſs-fortune, Miſs- conduct, Miſs-chance, and Miſs- 

take, 


Four jilts ſo deſtructive, four brimſtones ſo bad, 

By Jove were ſufficient to drive a man mad: 

'Tho' jealouſy oft makes the fair diſagree, 

Yet theſe all united in kindneſs to me; 

In life's wanton paths they ſeduc'd me to ſtray, 

And ſeem'd to ſpread flow'rs of delight in my way, 

So ſimple was I, I'd have dy'd for the fake 

Of Miſs-fortune, Miſs-condut, Miſs-chauce, and Miſs- 
take, Eng | 


At length fair Diſcretion, with Reaſon combin'd, 


Thus whiſper'd advice, and it dwelt on my mind: 
You've 
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You've ſurely not got em for better ſor wore ; 
Get at once into bus'neſs, you'll get a divorce. 
I thought *twas my duty to part with 'em too; 
Becauſe they ſo long had detain'd me from you: 
And now, do but fmoak, and T'll ever forſake 
Miſs-fortune, Miſs conduct, Miſs-chance, and Miſs- 
take. | 


SONG 3132. 
To the Tune of RAG-FAIR. 


() LD bards have ſung how they could boaſt 
Of places much renown'd, 
For bloody battles won and loft, 
And royal monarchs crown'd : 
But all thoſe deeds this age exceeds, 
They are not worth regarding 
Some have declar'd, when once > compar'd 
With famous Corent-Garden. 


Firſt here's a church fam'd Jones did build, 
For people to be good in; 

Where ſermons, you may hear, are fill'd 
With reaſons, like a pudding ; 

Though with his clack, the man in black 
Is ſometimes very clever; | 

Yet I've been told, both young 150 old 
Return as wiſe as ever. 


And not far off great Shakeſpeare's ſhade . 
His court is always keeping ; 
Where Comedy is laughing made, 
And Tragedy is weeping. 


C c Here 
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Here Romeo fighs, and Hamlet dies, 
And brave Othello's undone; 

To pleaſe the folks, here's Shuter's jokes, 

Or elſe the cries of London, he 


The Bedford next my muſe has found, 
A fight that's worth our taking ; 
Where Hobſter cries, with pleaſing ſound, 
«© Freſh coffee, fir, is making,” a 
Here's buſkin'd beaus, in rich-lac'd cloaths, 
Like lords and ſquires buſter, 
Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, fools, and wits, 
An odd ſurpriſing cluſter. 


Now further let us ſteer our courſe, 
The Auction- room invites us, 
Where Langford talks till he grows hoarſe, 
And gapes as if he'd bite us. 
« Lot number one, 'tis finely done, 
« The head of cardinal Fleury ; 
4 Guineas a ſcore, I aſk no more, 
«« *Tis worth it I'll affore you,” 


Round Hunter s door young ſurgeons ſtand, 
Like crows for carrion waiting; 
Within behold the butcheriog band 

On blood and bones debating. 
The doQtor thus you hear diſcuſs, 

A larger vein here ſeen is; 
Which from the root begins to ſhoot, 

And runs quite gy the penis,” 


Here Venus“ ſons, more nice than wiſe, 
To Douglaſs's retire; 

Who often from Jove's banquet riſe, 
As ſparks aſcend from fire. 


Here 
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Here juſtice too appears in view, J 
With bandage o'er her peepers, 
And ſword held out, both long and tout, 
To guard the brothel-keepers. 


Here's bullies, gamblers, bawds, and whores, 
Who daily do enſnare men; 

Thief-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
With Welſh and Iriſh chairmen: 

And trav'lers, who the world go through, 
Have given atteſtation ; 

So ſtrange a place you cannot trace 

In any other nation, 


SONG 4313. The Riopie. 


' M a hole that's too narrow when firſt I am try'd,. 
Yet the thing I am made for can ſtretch me oat 
wide; 
Tho? at the firſt entrance perhaps I may teaze ye, 

Soon after I commonly prove for to pleaſe ye. 


* 


I'm long in my ſhape, and my depth can't be found, 
But when I'm ſtretch'd open, my form is more round, 
 Tho' Pa nothing but mouth, yet no teeth can you find; 
I am chiefly before, tho' I'm ſometimes behind. 


And as for colour ; if e'er you have ſeen 
The whimſical coat of the ſtage Harlequin, 
It's white, and it's red, and it's black, and it's brown ; 
Not a colour on that but on me may be found. ; 
Some whimſical fools,” who quite bare choſe to have 


me, . 
An act in their favour petition'd there might be: 
Ce 2 Then 
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Then the k—g and the ſtate took me into their care, 
And declar'd. with one voice they would chuſe me with 
hair, 


I was form'd in an inſtant, but was not complete; 
There was ſomething ſtill wanting they found out not 
{7 
Then the members roſe up, all like creatures be- 
witch'd, [2 65 
And cry'd, it's worth nothing, if 'tis not well ſtitch'd. 


To modeſt folks ears I would: give no offence; 
Though the meaning is double you may draw from 
hence, Log 
"You may think what you will, but my ſong's not 
obſcene, ; 
For 'tis nought but a button-hole, troth, that I mean, 


—wC 


— 


SONG 314. 


8 Wit, Joke, and Humour, together were ſat, 
With liquor a plentiful ſtock, 8. 
* Still varying the ſcene with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawl'd, “ Paſt twelve o'clock.” 


At that hour, I've read, oft ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright : | 

Juſt then, in that inſtant, one enter'd the room, 
An ancient, pale fac'd meagre ſprite, 


The phantom appear'd, and the candles burnt blue, 
Wi and Humour began then to ſtare: | 

Cries out Joke—Look'e, friends, this is nothing new, 
Behold I—ſee, tis only old Care. 


I knew 
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I knew he would tell us, 'twas Time ſent him here, 
And tell us 'tis time to be gone; , 

But we'll tell him this, let kim think what he dare, 
We'll finiſh him ere it be one. 


They quickly agreed, and about it they went, 
Reſolving of Care to get free; 
Wit mov'd it—and ſtrait they all join'd in conſent 
To lay the ghoſt in the Red Sea. 


Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank off, 
And fav'rite toaſts they went round; 

When Humour, well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh; 
Quoth he, How Care looks now he's drown'd, 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza they all cry'd, 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt ; 

Fill your bumper around, let this be your pride, 
To ſing, laugh, and drink to the beſt, 


Now their blood running high-at a conquelt ſo great, 
To ſinging and drinking they fix; 

With the ſun they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at fix. 


SONG 315. 


OM Ramble, a rake of true catholic hope, 
Who rely'd on ſalvation by faith in the pope ; 
With _ of contrition one morning was 
taken, 8 
And his conſcience declar'd, it was high time to 
reckon. 


Cee His 
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His ſteps to a convent our gallant addreſs'd, 
To pour his tranſgreſſions in Dominic's breaſt ; 
He tore his lac'd rufles, diſgrac'd his toupee, 
He broke his couteau, and he dropp'd on his knee. 


- RA k E. 


O father! loſt peace to a ſinner reſtore; 

Theſe pieces are many, my treſpaſſes more; 

Thus ſaying a purſe from his pocket he loos'd; 
Which, ey'd by the father, this anſwer produc'd: 


FRIAR. 


Son, truſt our good mother, ſhe'l] always confer 
Icdulgence to thoſe who're indulgent to her ; 

Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their ſouls ; 
The church has remiſſion while you have piſtoles. 


RAE E. 


A ſh-pherdeſs, harmleſs and young I bettay'd; 

I found her, ah! wiſh I bad left her a maid: 

This brought the repentance, this brought the de- 
light; [Shaking the purſe, 

Take, take, holy father, this fiend from my fight. 


The friar obey'd, and took charge of the booty; 
Obedience, you know, was a branch of his duty; 
So was poverty too, but (aurum accepit) 

I hope you don't think his intent was to keep it, 


But leſt a bad tale by its length be made worſe, 
The friar well weighing the caſe—and the purſe, 
find not, ſail he, any cauſe of alarm; 

Yeu iuitruted the ignorant—where was the harm ? 


Rare 


he charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurprize ; 


How gloomy her grief, but how bright were her eyes! 
I No 
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No ſecond enjoyment ſhe ſwore to allow : 
I kiſs'd off her tears, and, oh! cancell'd her vow. 


Fi al. 


Mere charity, fir, had oblig'd you to this ; 
To comfort the widow can ne'er be amiſs. 


RARE E. 


An Hugonet's conſort next fell to my ſhare: 
In ſhort, fir, I raviſh'd the obſtinate fair; 

Her huſband intruded, and fell in the ftrife ; 
I robb'd her of honour, and him of his life. 


Friar, 


Piſh ! let not ſuch trifles your mind incommode ; 
To take from the heretic's giving to God, 


RAE E. 


To a beautiful nun I my love did reveal; 
She open'd her breaſt, and I open'd her cell: 


She open'd, O heavens 


FRIAR. 


| Damnation and hell! 
Mark, mark it in black, ye ſacred recorders; 
What! lie with a nun, and not be in orders! 
No prayers, no alms, can atone for this evil; 
Down, down to damnation, down, down to the 
devil, | 


Tom took up his purſe, and away crept the monk; 
One ſneak'd to his gruel, and one to his punk. 


SONG 


! 
1 
1 
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SONG 3156. 


AREWEL to Lochaber, and farewel, my Jean; 

- Where heartſome with thee I've many days been : 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
Theſe tears that I ſhed they are a' for my dear, 
And ro for the danger attending on weir ; 
Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more, 


Tho' hurricanes riſe, and tho” riſe ev'ry wind, 


They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind; 
Tho? loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my love on the ſhore ; 
To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd; 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory, my Jenny, maun plead my excuſe ; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And, without thy favour, I'd better not be! 

I gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'Il bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


þ 


OT far from town a country *{quire, 
An open hearted blade, 
Had long conſeſs'd a ſtrong defire 
To kiſs the chamber-maid, 
To kiſs the chamber-maid: 


One 
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One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, 

And all beneath the mul'bry-tree, 
He kiſs'd the chamber-maid, 
He kiſs'd the chamber maid, 


The parſon's {pouſe, from window high, 
The am'rous pair ſurvey'd, 

And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
She'd been the chamber-maid; 

When all was o'er, poor Betty cry'd 
Kind fir, I'm much afraid, 

That woman there will tell your bride, 
You've kiſs'd her chamber-maid. 


The *{quire e a lucky thought, 
That ſhe might not upbraid, 

And inſtantly the lady brought, 
Where he had kiſs'd her maid ; 

Then all beneath the mold y. tree 
Her ladyſhip was laid 

And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was ſhe, 
Juſt like her chamber-maid. 


Next morning came the parſon's wife, 
For ſcandal was her trade, 

I ſaw your ſquire, ma'am, on my life, 
Great with-your chamber-maid, 


When, cry'd the lady, where and how? 


I' ſoon diſcharge the jade: 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 
He kiſs'd your chamber-maid. 


This falſhood, cry'd her ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe degrade, 

"I'was I chanc'd there to make a ſlip, 
Ard not my chamber-maid: 


Both. 
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Both parties parted in a pet, 
| Not truſting what was ſaid, 
And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
. The pretty chamber-maid, 


wo oo 0. A LENS 


SONG 318. 


T7 HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's 
food, 
Ft ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood ; 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good : 
O the roaſt beef of Old England ! | 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 


But fince we have learn'd from all- conquering France 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 
We're fed up wich nothing but vain complaiſance : 

| O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, x 
And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 
Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong, 

O the roaſt beef, &c. p 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor race, half begotten— and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame; 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


When good queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 

Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip flops were known, 

The world was in terror, if e'er ſhe did frown : 
O the roaſt beef, &c, 


In 


13 ( | 
In thoſe days, if flects did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs the vaunting armada of Spain; 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Oh ! then they had ſtomachs to eat and to fight, 
And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
right; d 
But now we're a pack of—l cculd-—but good night! 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Evglith roaſt beef! 


SONG 319. By J. CN NN OGCHAM. 


YLVTIA, on her arm reclining. 
„ln a ſhady prove's retreat, 
Lay in looſe attire, deſigning, fa, la, la, &c. 
To avoid the ſultry heat. 


Tho? unveil'd, ſhe thought no ſtander- bye 
Could view the lovely fair, 


W hile young Zephyrs came and fann'd her, fa, la, &c. 
|  Beauteous face with fragrant air, 


There the blooming nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for her abſent ſwain, 

There extended ſhe lay wanting, fa, la, &c. 
Him to eaſe her love · ſick pain, 


Soon the happy youth, who won her, 

To the kind retreat drew near ; 
And in tranſport gaz'd upon her fa, la, &c. 
Charms repos'd in ſlumber there. 
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Love perſuaded *twas no fin to 
Vent his flame without debate, 
So he boldly enter'd into, fa, la, &c. 
Tales of love with Sylvia flrait. > 


Wm. 


SON G. 320. Cunnincyan. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton-in the winding ſtream, 

And kiſs reflected light; 
To courts be gone, heart ſoothing ſleep, 

Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 

With Kate of Aberdeen. - 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay ;- 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May : 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen, 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouze yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, - 
And quits the new- dreſs'd green— 
Fond bird! *tis not the morning breaks; 


*Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


Now 
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Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay ; 

Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

The nymphs and ſwains, exulting, cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


SONG 32. Tune, GEO Donzin, | 


OME, Roger, and liſten to where I have been; 
Ize tell thee what wonderful zights I have zeen, 
Such places for paſtime, 2s now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town, 
O brave London! O ſweet London! 


In that famous zity call'd fair London town, 


Tune, JonN and BETT. 


Firſt, you-muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zity ; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple bar, 
The wax-work pretty. 
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Tune, IMA DE Love To KArB. 
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Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul, 

Tho? thouſands I did zee, 
Twas bigger than em all: 

And up the winding ſtairs 
Amaz'd we did aſcend ; 

So many, wounds! I thought 
We ne'er ſhould zee an end: 
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But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came; 
Had you been, in my place, 
Why you'd. have done the ſame. 


Tune, Tom Loves Mary PASSING WELL, 


To Guildhall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there, 
To bid the French defiance; 
That when they heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me: 
I'cod I did not like ſuch vun; 
I was afraid they'd eat me. 


Tune, Sricx a PIN THERE, 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 
The lions, the armour, and crown to behold ; 
When the ſhow. mon, at Jaſt, bid the laſſes ſo fair 
In old Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there. 


Tune, My FonD SHEPHERDS OF LATE, &c. 


Back to Weſtminſter-abbey we ſtray'd, 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens, and tombs ; 
But I never zaw zince I was made wy 
Such a number of deadly high rooms : 
Then the organs play'd up too ſo fine; 
What the boys ſung I underſtood not; 
But the people in chorus did join, 
That in heav'n I chought I was got. 


Tune, The ATTic Figs, 


At play-houſe, too I did admire 

A man who walk'd upon the wire, 
As tho'f it was the ground; 

| EE And 


— 
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And then, the zails of our mill, 
When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtand ſtill, 
So faſt he did turn round, | 


Tune, KITTY FELL. 


But now the time, alas! was come, 
When | muſt think of going home; 
Ah me! unhappy elown; 
I dreamt of what I had zeen all night, 
And early by the morning light 
I left dear London town. 
Charming London! happy London! 
Adieu, dear London town! 


* 


SONG 322. 
The MippringG Way, By G. A. STEVENS, 
To the Tune of DERRTY Down. 


ARM and wanton one night by her huſband's 
dull fide, 
A wiſhing wife, ſighing, began thus to chide; 
"Tis herd, my dear Jack, that from me you ſhou'd fray, 
Be contented at home in the middling way. 
Derry down, down, down derry down, 
What abroad can you find that you have not at home? 
Jack heard her, but ſlily reſolv'd to be mum; | 
She pull'd him, ſhe pinch'd him, aad cry'd out John, 
ray 
Do not 2 now, my dear, for tis out of the way. 
Derry down, &C- 


With a yawn, Jack he cries, wife what is't you want! 
I'II do all I can, if my all will content; 

Your all, my dear Jack, it is all you can ſay, 

Or all chat I want in the middling way, 


Derry down, &c. 
Dd 2 To 
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To obey he began, but began in a hurry, 

Which, like poor Hans Carvel, put ma'am in a fury; 

Says ſhe, I perceive you don't mind what I ſay; 

Lord, Jack ! pray hold ſtill, for you're out of the way. 
Derry down, &c. 


Why, I hate to be tantiliz'd, Jack, and you know it; 
If you've any love for me, now pray, my dear, ſhow it; 
Jack obey'd the direction, till all ſhe could ſay, 

"Was, now you are plump in the middling way, 

Derry down, &c. 


I've ſang you a ſong in the middling way 

My firging is poor, I ſuppoſe you will fay ; 

Yet ſo fond I'm of ſinging, my muſe next intends 

Jo ſing or ſay ſomething of t'other two ends. 
Derry down, &c. 


Which end is the beſt, and which moſt can pravail, 

As for ow, birds, and fiſh, they are ſteer'd by the 
. tail ; f f 

And altho man and wife for the head may contend, 

They're both better pleas'd when they get t'other end. 

Derry down, &e. 


The end of our miſſes, the end of our wives, 

The end of our loves, and the end of our lives; 

The end of connection 'twixt miſtreſs and male, 

Tho' the head does deſign, has its end in the tail, 
Derry down, &c. 


More ends I-could name, but theſe are the beſt, 
No end ſhould I gain in recounting the reſt; 

Yet one I will add, which you cannot think wrong, 
And that is, to make here an end of my ſong. 


Derry down, down, down derry down. 
| SONG 
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SONG 323. 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe! | 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ! 


Yet Moggy's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed : 

Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed, gliding gently thro” thoſe, 

Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black-bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh : 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring z 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks fing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Moggy not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ; 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lall her to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd Real an ambroſial kiſs. 


»Tis ſhe does the virgins excel; 
No beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair: 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Oh tell me at noon where they feed! 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter —_ of the Tweed ? 


d 3 


$ONG 
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SONG. 324. DrTIA. Cunnixcnan, 


Sung by Mr. Vzznxox, at Vauxhall. 
| Set by Dr. Arne, 


HE gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſly plumage laves ; 

And ſailing down the filver tide 

Divides the whiſpering waves : 
The filver tide, that wandering flows, 

Sweet to the bird muſt be; | 
But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid carb 

As Delia is to me. 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
. On yonder fruit tree ſung; 

And ſtill the pendant neſt ſne view'd, 
That held her callow young: 

Tho' dear to her maternal heart 
The genial brood muſt be; 

They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale; 

Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound 
Before their hue grew pale: 

My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If lackleſs torn from thee; 

For what the root is to the roſe 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found like new-faln ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair: 
The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 

| May 
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May they of our connabial love 


A happy omen be; 


Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 


Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


SONG 325. Jockey. 
Sung by Mrs. BADDEIET, at VAUXHALL. 


Set by Mr, PoTTER, 
OUNG Jockey is the blitheft lad 


That ever maiden woo'd ; 
When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good: 
He talks of love whene'er we meet, 
(His words in raptures flow) 
Then tunes his pipes, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no power to go. 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone 
At ev'ry fair, and all the wakes, - 
I hear them making moan : 
He buys me toys, and ſweet-meats too, 
And ribbons for my hair ; 
No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where e'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but {by ; 
For I alone am all his care, 
When ever danger's nigh : 
He vows to wed next Whitſanday,. 
And. make me bleſt for life ; 
Can I refuſe ye maidens ſay, 
To be young. Jockey's wife. | | 
| | SONG 
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SONG 326. WarwicksnmiRE.—GaRRICK, 


Surg by Mr, Vernon, Mr. DiBDin, &c. 


E Warwickſhire lads, and ye laſſes, 
See what at our jubilee paſſes, 
Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad, 
Warwickſhire lad, 
All be glad, 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your p county, 
Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty, 
Where much ſhe has giv'n, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard, 
Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard. 


Each ſhire has its different pleaſures, 
Each ſhire has its different treaſures ; 
But to rare Warwickſhire all muſt ſubmit, 
For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit, 
Warwickſhire wit; 
How he writ! 
For the wit of all wfts was a Warwickſhire wit. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in, 
Of famous Will Congreve we boaft coo the kill; 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwick ſhire Will. 
Warwickſhire Will, 
Matchlefs ſtill, 
For the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire wil 


Our 
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Our SHAKESPEARE compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman; 
Their ſwans are all geeſe, to the Avon's ſweet ſwan; 
And the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man. 
Warwickſhire man, 
Avon's ſwan, 
And the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man. 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, 
To ſteal it our bard took delight in, 
To make his friends merry he never was lag ; 
And the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag, 
Warwickſhire wag, 
Ever brag, 
For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag, 


There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature! 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief; 


And the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief, 


Warwickſhire thief, 
He's the chief, 
For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief. 


ee CEE 


— 
* 


SONG 327,-—By Mr. GarRICK, 
Sung by Mrs. BappeLEy. 


HE pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O“, 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains ; - 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O. 
He melted each maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd; 
No ſhepherd e'er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 


* SHAKESPEARE. 


All 
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All Nature obey'd him, this ſweet Willy O, 
Wherever be came, 
Whate'er had a name, 
Whenever he ſung followed ſweet Willy O. 


He wou'd be a * ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O, 
When atm'd in the field, 
With {word and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd em when living, the ſweet Willy O, 
And when Willy dy'd, \ 
*T'was Nature that Ggh'd 

To part with her all in her ſweet Willy O. 


* The Writer of Tragedy, 


—— 


SONG 328. Saxvr. 
Sung by Mrs. Babp EI, at VAUXHALL, 
Set by Mr. PoTTER, 


HE laſt time I went to the fair, 
| I met my faithful Sandy there! 
He left his mates and flew to me, 
And kiſs'd my hand with merry lee: 
Then led me forth beneath the vale, 
(And gave me ſweetmeats, cakes, and ale) 
Where all the village gaily ſpent. 
The live-long night in merriment. 


Not all the lads I daily ſee, 

With Sandy can compared be; 

He is the moſt accompliſh'd youth, 
For virtue, innocence, and truth ; 
His locks are as the raven black, 

In flowing ringlets down his back, 
With roſy cheeks, and face ſo neat, 
And coral lips, that kiſs ſo ſweet. 


His 
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H's cot is ſeated by a mill, 

Ac joining to a cryſtal rill ; 

Upon whoſe verdant margin. creep 

(So ſweet to view) his flock of ſheep, 

Next Eaſter-day, leſs ill betide, 

He's promis'd I ſhall be his bride: 

Among the ſwaing, alas! how few, 
Lie Sandy, are ſo kind and true. 


SONG 329. 
Sung by Mrs. BuxcgELL, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OW blithe was I each morn to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 

He leap'd the brook, and flew-to me; 

met him with good will: 
I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 

When his flocks near me lay; 
He gather d in my ſheep at night, 

And cheer'd me all the day. 


Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe; 

I wiſh. I was with my dear ſwain, 
With, his. pipe and my ewes, 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 

The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody: 

While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy'd not the, faireſt dame, 
Tho! e'er ſo rich and gay. 


Oh! the broom, &c, 
The 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
| 
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He did oblige me ev'ry hour: 
Cou'd I but faithful be? 
He ſtole my heart, Cou'd [ refuſe 
- Whate*er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd- be, 
Gang heavily and mouro, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 


Oh! the broom, &e. 


SON G 330. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Dr. Boyce, 


OW bleft has my time been! what days have I 
known, _ 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my own ! 
So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain, 


That freedom, &c, F " 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we ſtray, 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play ; 

How pleaſing their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, 

And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me, 


And borrow, Ec. 


To try her ſweet temper oft? times am I ſeen 

In revels all day with the nymphe of the green; 
Tho' painful my abſence, my doubt ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with compliarce and ſmiles, 


And meets, &c. 


What 
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What though on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Her eaſe and good-humour bloom all the year thro': 
Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives her to mind what he ſteals from her youth, 


And gives, &c. 


Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows the too credulous fair ; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam 
To hold it for life you muſt find it at home, 


To hold it, &c. 


— — — — 


SONG 331, 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


AIL no more, ye learned aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; 

Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 

Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 
Fill them higher, ſtill, and higher, 

Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 
Sipping quenches all our fire 

Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy; 
We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ : 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 
And when death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


& Ee SONG 
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SONG 4332, The GuntRovs DisTREsS. 
Set by Dr. Axx R. 


LOW, ye bleak winds, around my head, 
And ſooth my heart-corroding care; 
Flaſh round my brows, ye light'nings red, 
And blaſt the laurels planted there: 
But may the maid, where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


May all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind; 
May from her breaſt my vows remove, 
And no remembrance leave behind; 
But may the maid, where'er ſhe be, 
_ Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


'O! may I ne'er behold her more, 
For ſhe has robb'd my ſoul of reſt ; 
Wiſdom's aſſiſtance is too poor 
To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt: 
But may the maid, where'er ſhe be, 
” Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


Come, death, O] come, thou friendly ſleep. 
And with my ſorrows lay me low; 
And, ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 
Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her woe; 
But may ſhe think, where'er ſhe be, 
No more of my diſtreſs nor me, 


SONG 
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SONG 333. The Croics, 
Set by Dr. Ax NE. 


F e'er I ſhould learn the ſweet leſſon of love, 
Let theſe be the marks of the man l approve ; 
No pedant yet learn'd, nor rake- belly gay; 
Nor laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay. 
To all my ſex ſtill obliging and free, 
Yet never ſhew fondneſs to any but me; 
In public preſerve the deco:um that's juſt, 
And ſhew in his eyes he is true to his truſt, 


But when the long hours of obſervance are paſt, 
And we ſweetly retreat to a welcome repaſt, 
May ev*ry fond pleaſure that moment endear, 
Be baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear: 
Forgetting and ſcorning the airs of a croud, 

He may ceaſe to be formal; and [ to be proud, 
Till loſt in the joy, we conſeſs that we live, 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 


And that my delight may be ftedfaſlly fix'd, 

Let the friend and the lover be properly mix'd, . 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul can confide, | 

Whoſe kindneſs can ſooth me, whoſe council can 
nie? 

From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, 

No danger ſhould fright me, no millions ſhould bribe, 

Bat till I can find ſo nncommon a ſwain, 

As I long have liv'd ſingle, IH fingle remain. 


Ee 2 SONG 
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Sung by Mr. Lows, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Won AN. 


E fair, who ſhine thro' Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart! 
For once attentive be a while 
To what I now impart: ; 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears; 
The youthfal blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When fiſt the pleaſing pain his ſelt 

| Within the lover's breaſt ; 
And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt ; 

Be not too bold nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; 
And leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide : 
The maid who thinks to gain a mate 
By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him 


In 
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In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 

Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 

: Your innocence perplex, 

Be always decent as a bride, 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide; 
For that's the way to keep him, 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware: 

His love with kind compliance meet, 

Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


hn — 


SONG 335. The Bixp. 


Sung by Mr. RaworTH, at Marybone- gardens, 
Set by Mr. Sxow. 


HE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
| And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro” the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms; 
And ſickens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd, 
My faithful boſom fires ; 
Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 


The queen of my defires : 
Ee 3 The 
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The pow'rs of verſe too langu'd prove, 
All ſimilies are vain, 
To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain, 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heav'n and joy divine: 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine: 
I take what liberty I dare, 
Tweſe impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longing to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore. 


— 


SONG 336. ConTexnT. CUunnINCBAm. 
Sung by Mr. Hupsox, Set by Mr. Goopw1n jun. 


9 mary and mountains, rude, barren, and 
| are, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 
Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 
crown'd, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her caſement ſweet woodbine crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door, 


We fat ourſelves down tan cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 
Whilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome n the 
caſt, 


Love flily Role into my breaſt, 


I told 
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I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply d, : 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 

« I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
„Vet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine.” 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms ; 
1 kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream, 


Together we range o'er the flow riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views ; 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 

To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire; 
The damſel's of humble deſcent : 

The cottager peace is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 


SONG 337. 
Rakes or Marrow. 
Break ing window's, damnirg, ſinking, 


er raking never thinking, 
Live the rakes of Mallow. 


B EAU INC, belling, dancing, drinking, 
v 


Spending faſter than it comes, 

Beating bawds and whores and duns, 

Bacchus! true begotten ſons, 
Lives the rakes of Mallow. 
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One time nought but claret drinking, 
Then like politicians thinking, 
To raiſe the ſinking fund when ſinking, 
Live, &ce. | 


One time fluſh of money ſtore, 

Then as any poet poor, 

Kiſſing queans, and then a whore. 
Live, &c. | 


When at home with dadda dying, 

Still for Mallow waters crying, 

But when there's good claret plying, 
Live, &e. 


Living ſhort but merry lives, 

Going where the dl drives, 

Keeping miſſes but no wives, 
Lives, &c. 


Racking tenants, ſtewards teazing, 
Swiftly ſpending, flowly raiſing, 
Wiſhing to fpend all our days in 
\ Raking thus at Mallow. 


Thus to end a rakiog life, 

We grow ſober, take a wife, 

Ever after live in ſtrife, 
Wiſh again for Mallow. 


_—_— 


SON G 338. LaxcoLLEs. 
An Iriſh Song, 


I. 


Y name's Thady Carty, I don't care who knows it, 
"Twas myſelf that was born in the town of Trallee, 

The girls all Jove me, in ſpite of their noſes, 
And all for the fake of my Langollee: | 1 
Y 


2 R 


| | (i839. 3 
My Langollee it is ſo engaging, 
Both maids wives and widows it ſets them a raging, | 
And I am right welcome wherever I be; 
All for the ſake of my Langollee. 


II. 


I'm an honeſt young fellow its very well known, 
Sometimes I'm as merry as merry can be, 
When I meet Callion O'Gue, * I call her my own, 
And give her a touch of my Langollee. 
My Langollee, there's not ſuch another, 
He is flat of one fide, and three ſquare of the other, 
He is fit for the daughter as well as the mother, 
Ic would do your heart good to taſte Langollee, 


III. 


Then give me the girl that's moiſt in the palm, 

"Tis ſhe that would play upon Langollee, 
For if ſhe was never ſo proper and tall 

She would bend to the tune of my Langollee, 
Langollee, whillalloo radanum, 

. Bobbmarroon whack, away ralladum ; 

Sing aboo, aboo, aroo, fire away flanagan, 

All my delight is in Langollee. 


"IP; 


Let her be jolly plump hearty and gay, 
Of a flahoorah turn, and free of all pride, 
Both affable, courteous, and blooming as May ; 
Oh! its ſhe that would give the crue joys of a bride. 


* A dear gitl. 
My 
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My Langollee, arrab, ſend for the parſon, 
And if he ſays hell be here, you may get father 
3 Carſon, | 
But if they both promiſe to come, ſure's there's father 
Maoney. 


Oh! all my delight's in my Langollee. 


V. 


If you travel through Europe, and all the world round 
And then turn back to the town of Trallee, 
You'll ne'er get a ſpot like the Iriſh ground, 
So famous for playing at Langollee ; 
Langollee here's to you, Dennis, 
Succeſs to our friends in the ſweet town of Innis, 
Arrah put it to your head, don't you ſee I'm in haſte, 
For poor Bridget's awaiting for Langollee. 


— 


SONG 339. The Vicar AND Motz. 
J. 


T the ſign of the Horſe, old Spintext of courſe, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, 
O'er a jorum of nappy, - 
Quite pleaſant and happy, was plac'd this canonical ſot, 
tol de rol de rol ti dol didol. | 


II. 


ol 


The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 
With reverence due, and ſubmiſſion ; 

Firſt ſtrok'd his cravat, then twirl'd round his bat, 
Aud bowing pieferr'd his petition. 


HE. I'm 


an 1 


III. 


Tm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, d'ye ſee, 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, 

To inter a poor baby with as much ſpeed as may be, 
And I'll walk with the lanthorn before you. | 


IV. 


The body we'll bury, but pray where's the hurry ? 
Why lord, Sir, the corpſe it does ſtay! 

You fool, hold your peace, ſince miracles ceaſe, 
A corpie, Moſes, can't run away. 


V. 


Then Moſes he ſmil'd, ſays Sir a ſmall child 
Cannot long delay your intentions, 

Why that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall 
Can never enlarge its dimenſions, 


VI. 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome, d'ye hear, 
J hate to be call'd from my liquor, | 
Come, Moſes, the King, *tis a ſcandalous thing, 
Such a ſ{ubje ſhould be but a vicar. 


vn. 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir, tis paſt twelve o'clock, 

Beſides there's a terrible ſhower. * N 
Why Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock bas truck twelve, 
I'm ſure it can never ſtrike more. ' 


VIII. Be- 
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VIIL. 


Beſides, my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear I'll be bold, 
That the corple, ſnow or rain, can't endanger, that's 
plain, 

But perhaps you or I may take cold. 


=. 


Then Moſes went on, Sir, the clock has ſtruck one, 
Pray maſter look up at the hand, 
Why it ne'er_can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to preſs 
A man for to go, that can't ſtand. 


X. 


At length hat and cloak old orthodox took, 
But firſt cramm'd his jaw with a quid; 

Each tipt off a gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ſtagger'd away fide by fide. 


XI. 


When come to the grave, the clerk humm'd a ſlave, 
Whilſt the ſurplice was wrapp'd round the prieſt, 

Where ſo droll was the figure of Moſes and Vicar, 
That the pariſh till talk of the jeſt. 


XII. 


Good people let's pray, put the corpſe t'other way, 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble, 

*Tis beft to take care, tho” the ages declare, 
A mortuum caput can't tremble, 


: 4 | XIII. Woe 
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XIII. 


Woman that's born of man, that's wrong, the leaf's 
torn, 
Oh! man that is born of a woman, 
Can't continue an bour, but is cat down like a flower, 
You ſee Moſes, death ſpareth no man, 


XIV. 
Here Moſes do look what a confounded book, 


Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down, 
Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't 
That this Baſket ſhould print for the crown. 


XV. 


Prithee Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, 
And bury the corple in my ſtead, 
(Amen, Amen.) 
Why Moſes you're wrong, pray hold ſtill your tongue, 
You've taken the tail for the head, 


XVI. 


O where's thy ſting death! put the corpſe in the carts 
For believe me 'tis terrible weather, 
Zo the corpſe was interr'd without praying a word, 
And away they both ſtagger'd together, 
Singing tol derol, &c. 


Ff SONG 


S 


SONG 341. The Sronu, or Dangers of the Sea. 


L299 3 
SONG 340, BELIEVIE my Sicns. 


Sung by Mr. Vzrnon, 


J. 


ELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won; 
Believe my vows to you ſincere, 
Or Peggy I'm undone: 
You ſay I'm fickle, apt to change 
At every face that's new, 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you, 
I ne'er, &c. 


IT. 


My heart was once a flake of ice, 

Till thaw'd by your bright eyes; 
Then warm'd and kindled in a trice, 

A flame that never dies: | 
Then take and try me, and you'll find, 
A heart that's kind and true, 

Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
 Ine'er lov'd one like you. 
I ne'er, &c. 


636 


Sung by Mr. Dop p. 


EASE rude Boreas bluſtering railer, 
Liſt ye landſmen all to me, 
Meſsmates hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the ſea; 


— 


From 
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From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


II. 


Hark the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, 
By topſail ſheets, and haulyards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hands boys, hand! 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
The lee-top ſail-ſheets, let go, 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top-ſails nimbly clew. 


III. 


Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment wanton counting, 
Safe from all but love's slarms ; 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our minds enthrall ; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Hark again the boatſwain's call, 


IV. 


The top-ſail yards point to the wind boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe, 

Let the foreſheet go, don't mind boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe, 

Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear, 

Hands up, each preventer, brace, ſet, 
Man the foreyard, cheer, lads, cheer. 
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Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh, 

On our heads fierce rain fall pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh ; 

One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black {ky ; 

Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark, what means that dreadful cry. 


VI. 


The foremaſt's gone! cries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck; 

A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprang out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck, 

Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come my hearts be ſtout and bold! 

Plumb the well ; the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water's in the hold, 


VII, 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn ; 
Aleſs from hence there's no retreating, 
Alaſs, to them there's no return : 
Still the leak is gaining on us, : 
Both chain-pumps, are chozk'd below, 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
For only that can ſave us now, 


VIII. 


On the lee beam is the land boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, 

To the pump come ev'ry hand boys; 
See Our mizen malt is gone ; 


The 


on 


The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up and rigg a jury fore-maſt ; 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, ware off ſhore, 2 


IX, 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the can boys, let's be drinking, 
To our ſweet-hearts and our wives, 
Fill it up about ſhip wheel it, | 
Cloſe to th' lips, a brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt, now, who feels it, 
None, our danger's drown'd in wine. 


A. 


SONG 4342, 


A FavoriTE SCOTCH SONG, 
Sung by Mr, Vzaxon, 
ee? + 


OVE never more ſhall give me paia, 
LL My fancy's fix'd on thee, 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy if thou die. 
Thy beauty did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love ſo true to me, 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary if thou die. 


Ff z | I 
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II. 


If fate ſhould tear thee from my breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ftray ! 

In dreary dreams the nights I'll waſte, 
In ſighs, the filent day : 

I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee; | 

Then I'll renounce all woman kind, 
My Peggy after thee, 


III. 


No new- blown beauty fires my breaſt 
With Cupid's raving rage, 

But thine, which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage ; 

"Twas this that, like the morning ſun, 
Gave joy to life and me, 

And when its deſtin'd day is done, 
With Peggy let me die, 


IV. 


Ye pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare, 

You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair; 

Reftore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
'Thoſe charms ſo dear to me, 

Oh ! never rob them from thoſe arms, 
I'm loſt if Peggy die. 


SONG 
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SONG 343. The Maid or Fasnton, 
J. 


N W pride uſurps each female heart, 
Now honeſt nature yields to art, 
And prudence ſhews her ſelfiſh part 
In e'ry maid of faſhion, 
No more the tend'reſt paſſions move, 
No wore each boſom pants for love, 
Sach weakneſs now we never prove, 
In any maid of faſhion, 


II. 


One tyrant paſſion fills her breaſt, 
Each ſoſter ſenſe by that ſuppreſt, 
For pride has baniſh'd all the reſt 
From e'ry maid of faſhion, 
No tell-rale tongue will now reveal 
What virtue need not bluſh to tell, 
But jealous pride will ſtil] conceal 
| In e'ry maid of faſhion, 


* 


III. 


Decorum now, with prudiſh pace, 
Of truth and innocence takes place, 
Simplicity now turns her face 
From ev'ry maid of faſhion, 

Bred up in affectation's ſchool, 
So very nice, ſo very cool, 
Each word, each action, form'd by rule, 

Completes the maid of faſhion. 


SONG 
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SONG 344 The Enci1s PADLOCK, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
J. 


IN CE artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, 
Their wit, and their taſte, and their genius pro- 
claim, 
Attend to my ſong, where you'll certaioly find, 
A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind, 
And deny it who can ſure the laurel's my due, 
Ive found out a padlock to keep the wife true, 
I've found out a padlock to keep the wife true. 


I, * 


Shou'd the am'rous goddeſs preſide o'er the dame, 
With the ardours of youth all her paſſions inflame, 

Shou'd her beauty lead captive each ſofter defire, 
And languiſhing lovers ſtill figh and admire, 

Yet fearleſs you'll truſt her tho? thouſands may ſue, 
When I tell you a padlock to keep a wife true. 


III. 


Tho' the buſband may think that he wiſely reſtrains, 
With his bars, and his bolts, his confinement and 
chains, 
How fatally weak muſt this artifice prove, 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love, 
Throw jealouſy hence! bid ſuſpicion adieu, 
Reſtraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


IV. 
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IV. 


Shou'd her fancy iovite to the park or the play, 
All complying and kind you muſt give her her way, 
While her taſte and her judgment you fondly approve, 
"Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love, 
And believe me no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 
For the fair one is ſafe if you padlock her mind, 


V. 


Tho? her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently blend, 
Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend, 

Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 
"Tis the charm of indulgence that binds the ſoft ſex, 

They ne'er can prove falſe whilſt thismaxim's in view, 
Good humour's the padlock to keep a wife true, 


— 


SONG 345. Parr, to her Singing Bip, 
By J. Al cock, Junr. M. B. 


I. 


Thou, that glad'ſt my loneſome hours 
With many a warbled ſong, | 
When melancholy round me low'rs, 
And drives her ſullen ſtorms along! 
Sweet ſoother of my miſery ſay, 
Why doſt thou clap thy joyous wing, 
Why doſt thou pour that artleſs lay, 
How canſt thou, little priſoner, ſing ? 


II. 


Perchance, unconſcious of thy fate, 
And to the woes of bondage blind, 

Thou never long' ſt to join thy mate, 
Nor wiſheſt to be unconfin'd. 


But 
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But why for thee this fond. complaint ; 
Above thy milireſs thou art bleſt: 
Art thou not free? yes, calm content 

With olive ſcepter ſways thy breaſt, 


IIT, 


Nor ſhall the fiend, fel! famine, dare 

Thy wiry tenement aflail ; 
Theſe, theſe ſhall be my conſtant care, 

The limpid fount, and temperate meal ; 
From drear oblivion's gloomy cave 

The powerful muſe ſhall wreſt thy name, 
And bid thee live beyond the grave, 

This lay ſhe knows thy merits claim. 


— — 


— 


SONG 346. 
By Mr, Gar. 


Sung in the Comic Tragic Paſtoral Farce of Wuar 
D'YE CALL IT, 


I. 


9 WAS when the ſeas were roaring 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 

A damſel lay deploring, 

All on a rock reclin'd ; 
Wide over the rolling billows 

She caſt a wiſhful Jook, 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


II. 


E 


II. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days, 

Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didit thou truſt the ſeas? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 

Ab! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt. 


III. 


The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you fo. 


IV. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain, 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes the rocks diſcover 
'T hat lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


V. 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear, 


When 
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When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd, 

Then like a lily drooping, ; 
She bow'd her head and dy'd, 


_—_ 


* 


SONG 347. Taz DeBToRs WELCOME To 
THEIR BROTHER, 


L + 


| ELCOME, welcome, brother debtor, 
To this poor but merry place, 
Where no bailiff, dun, or ſetter, 

Dare to ſhew their frightful face; 
But, kind fir, as you're a ſtranger, 

Down your garniſh you muſt lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger, 
You muſt either ſtrip or pay. 


1. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement, 
From your children or your wife, 
Wiſdom lies in true refinement, 
Through the various ſcenes of life, 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
Though beneath the frowns of fate, 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 


III. 


Though our creditors are ſpightful, 
And reſtrain our bodies here, 
Uſe will make a gaol delightful, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear, 


Ev'ry 


4 
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Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon 
Strongly guarded by the ſea, 
Kings and princes, for that reaſon, _ 
Priſoners are as well as we. 


IV. 


What was it made great Alexander 

Weep at his unfriendly fate ? 
. *T'was becauſe he could not wander, 

Beyond the world's ſtrong priſon gate, 

For the world is alſo bounded, 
By the heavens and ſtars above, 

Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but love 


—— ——_— 


SONG 348. Jaun and Nanxr. 


Sung by Mr. Ax xx, at Ranelagh, and Maſter Baowns, | 


at Marybone-gardens. Set by Dr. AR NE. 
J. 


Wär innocent pate ou pleaſure did 


crown, 
Upon a green meadow or under a tree, 
E'er Nanny become a fine lady in town, 
How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe, 
Rouze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 
Let nonew whim take thy fancy from me, 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Favour thy Jemmy, favour thy Jemmy, 
Favour thy Jemmy who doats upon thees 


G g II. 


. 8 
II. 


Can che death of a linnet give Nanny che ſpleen, 
Can loſing of trifles a heart aching be, 
Can lap dogs and n draw tears from thoſe 
eben, 
That look wich indiff *rence on poor dying me? 
Rouze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 
Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me, 
Oh! as thou art bonny be faithful as any, 
Think on thy Jemmy, think on thy Jemmy, 
'Think on thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 


III. 


O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour 

That ſlid away ſoftly between thee and me, 

E'er ſquirrels and beaux and their fop'ry had pow'r, 
To rival my love and impoſe upon thee, 

Rouze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 
Let thy deſires be all center'd in me, 

Oh! as thou art bonny be prudent as any, 

Love thy own Jemmy, love thy own ſemmy, 
Love thy own Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


— 


« 
—_— 


8 ON G. 349. ARABELLA, or the S15TERs, - 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


I. 


OUNG Arabella mamma's care, 
And ripe to be a bride, 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride, 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride, 
But 
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But till to blaſt that happineſs, 
Her pride each lover cool'd, 
The number of her ſlaves was leſs, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd, 


a - ” 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho' not bleſt 
With beauty's potent ſpell, 
The virtues of the mind poſſeſt, 
And bore away the bell; 
Knights, earls, and dukes, like ſummer flies, 
Around the maiden flew, 
They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies, 
As men ate apt to do, 


Poor Arabella, vext to find, 
Her ſiſter made a wife, 

Pretends to rail at all mankind, 
And praiſe a ſingle Life. 


III. 


Fond Celadon addreſt the fair, 
Reſolv'd no time to loſe, 

A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, 
What female cou'd refuſe 

Like all the reſt he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs flame alone, 

The bluſhing maid confeſt the ſame, 
The prieſt ſoon made them one. 


Ye virgins Charlotte's plan purſue, 
Shun Arabella's fate, 

Accept the man that's worthy you, 
Before it is too late. 


Gg 2 SONG 
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8 O NG 350. Goos is the liquor of Liye. 


The Words by Mr. GazEx. 
1. 


E jolly true blues of the main, 
Well {killed in heaving the log, 
Attend to a ſailor's rough flrain, _ 
Who ſings of your favourite grog, 
For grog is the liquor of lite, 
The delight of each true Britiſh tar, 
It baniſhes forrow and ftrife, | 
- And ſoftens the hardſhips of war, 
It baniſhes ſorrow and Arie, 
And ſoftens the hardſhips of war. 


II. 


Brave Vernon, to Britons ſtill dear, 
O] long may'ſt thou live tho? incog” 
_ *T'was ſome deity whiſper'd thine ear, 
And hinted the health giving grog. 


For grog is the, &c. 
III. 


His vineyards the monſieur may boaſt, 

And delight in the ſoup of a frog, 
But too ſoon he ſhall find to his coſt, 

That claret muſt yield to good 8798: 


For grog i is the, &, 


VI. 
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IV. 


Each Saturday night that revolves, 
My meſſmate he gives me a jog, 
To the wife or the ſweetheart he loves, 
He takes off a can of good grog, 

For grog is the, &c. 


V. 
If love ſhould as whilom deſcend, 
Of ſome female mortal a gog. 
His Nectar be ſurely would mend, 
By mixing his | :quor with ro. 
For grog is the, &c, 


VI. 


J heard an Hibernian declare, 
By Saint Patrick, tho' born in a bog, 
That while he could ſee with an ear, 
No wine he would drink except gr0g- 
For grog is the, &c. 


VII, 


No danger our heafts can diſmay,” 
No terror we feel from a flog, 
For what is a dozen a day, | 

To a double allowance of grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 


VIII. 


Now war is declar'd let's advance, 
May the fliacher be hang'd like a. dog, 
Who yields to proud Spain or vain France, 
Is a ſtranger to freedom and grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 
ö 


" 
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8 0 N G 351. A SoLDizRs SONG. 


For two Veices., 


I. 


OW ſtands the glaſs around, 
For ſhame you take no care boys, 
How ſtands the glaſs around, 
Let misth and wine abound, 
The trumpets ſound, 
The colours they are lying boys, 
To fight, kill, or wound, 
May we ſtill be found, 
Content with our hard fate my koys, 
On the cold ground. 


II. 


Why, ſoldiers, why, 

Shou'd we be melancholy, boys, 
Why, ſoldiers, why, 
Whoſe buſineſs tis to die! 
What ſighing, fie? 

Damn fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 
»Tis he, you or I! 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 

And ſcorn to fly. 


III. 


Tis but in vain, 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys, 
"Tis but in vain, 
For ſoldiers to complain, 
Shou'd next campa gn, 


l Send 
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Send as to him who made us, boys, | 
We're free from pain; | 

Bat if we remain, | | 

A bottle and kind landlady | 
Cure all again. | 

| 

ſ 


SONG 352. As xow mY BLoom. 
Sung by Miſs Au ESO, at Vauxhall. 


J. 


S now my bloom comes on a- pace, 
The ſwains begin to teaze me, 

But two who claim the foremoſt place, 

Try different ways to pleaſe me ; 
To judge aright and chuſe the beſt, 

Is pot fo ſoon decided, 
When both their merits are expreſs'd, 

I may be leſs divided, 


II. 


Palzmon's flocks unnumber'd ftray, 

He's rich beyond all meaſure, 

Wou'd I but ſmile, be kind and gay, 
He'd give me all his treaſure ; 

But then our years ſo diſagree, 
So much as I remember, 

It is but May I'm ſure with me, 
With him it is December. 


III. 


Can I who ſcarcely am in bloom, 
Let froſt and ſnow be ſuing, 

Twould ſpoil each rip'ning joy to come, 
Bring ev'ry charm to ruin. 


4 For 


LS S96+ 1 
For dreſs and ſhew to touch my pride, 
My little heart is panting, 
But then there's ſomething elſe beſide, 
I ſoon ſhould find was waating. 


IV. 


Then Colin thou my choice ſhalt gain, 
For thou wilt ne'er deceive me, 
And grey hair'd wealth ſhall plead in vain, 
For thou haſt more to give me: 
My fancy paints thee full of charms, 
Thy looks ſo young and tender: 
Love beats his new and fond alarms, 
To thee I now ſurrender. 


SONG 353. A BAcchANALIAN SONG, 
The Words by G. A. STzvens, 
det to Muſic by Mr. BATEs. 
- 


RIA DNE one morning to Theſeus was turn- 
ing, 
When miſſing her man to the beach down ſhe flew, 
Her cries unavailing, ſhe ſaw far off ſailing, 
His ſhip fore the wind leſs'ning ſwift to her view, 
She tore her fine hair, beat her breaſt in deſpair, 
Spread her arms to the ſkies and ſunk down in a 
{woon, | Ws 
When Bacchus, midſt zther, begg'd leave of his fa- 
er -: 
To comfort the lady, Jove granted his boon. 


II. Then 


Then gently deſcending, her ſorrows befriending, 
His Thyrfus he firack *gainſt the big-belly'd earth, 
When o'er the ſmooth gravel, in murmuring travel, 

A ſpring of champaign at her head bubbl'd forth; 
She wak'd with the ſcent, yet knew not what it meant, 
But, reſolviog to drink, quite exhauſt'd with tears, 
She taſtes the champaign, licks her lips, drinks again, 

And fecls herſelf ſaddenly freed from her fears. 


III. 


On this ſhe kept thinking, on that ſhe kept driaking, 
And look'd upon The” as a pitiful elf; 
She began to reſume, Sir, her grief-ſmother'd bloom, 
Sir, 
And ſociable wiſh'd not to drink by herſelf ; 
The god, her adorer, confefs'd, ſtood before her; 
She hail'd the celeſtial. ſhe welcom'd the gueſt; 
To reſiſt 'tis in vain, the force of champaign, 
She cry'd, as ſhe claſp'd the young buck to her breaſt, 


IV. 


Each girl given over, betray'd by her lover, 

Her minerals, her hartſhorn and ſalts may throw by, 
Champaign's the elixir will properly fix her, 

If properly ſhe'll the preſcription apply: 
Spaw, Tunbridge and Bath, are ſpecifics in faith, 

For megrim, hypp, vapour, and ſpleen-fancy'd pain; 
But can they produce ſuch a care-curing juice, 

Or all their flaſks equal one flaſk of champaign ? 


SONG 
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SONG 354. The Lavcninc Baccniavallan, 


J. an 
As the mind is diſturb'd, or the heart is at eaſe, 
How. diff rent how diff rent the taſte of the vine, 
Let grave ones then learnedly ſay what they pleaſe, 
Tis laughing, *tis laughing, *tisjaughing, 
That gives the beſt flavour to wine. i 


II. 

Let age give its pity and call me an aſs, 

In return I as freely give mine, 

A Hurſt all ſacceed, and enliven each glaſs, 
And III laugh like a child whilſt I'm drinking my 
wine. 

| III. | | 
Let wiſdom for ever quote Latin and Greek, 

And to books all their knowledge -confice, 
If claret can't make me more flowingly ſpeak, 

I'll laugh like a fool while I'm drinking my wine. 


| | 230 RS. » M 
The miſer may think himſelf bleſt with his ſtore, 
At what have I cauſe to repine, 
I've a bottle and friend, what can mortal wiſh more, 
And I'll laugh at his droſs, while I'm drinking my 
Wine. 


V. | 
The lover may ſigh for the loſs of his heart, 
Tis this that has free preſerv'd mine, 
Let him ſobbing complain of love's bow and his dart, 
Pil laugh at ſuch ſtuff, while I'm drinking my wine. 


| * 

Cou'd a butt of ambroſia be imported here, 

Tho' fo much eſteem'd by the nine, 

To a ſaarling dull cynic twou'd taſte like dead beer, 
While le: ghing make; nectar cf humble port wine. 


TOASTS, 
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TOASTS, SENTIMENTS, 
HOBN OBEN e. 


MANY OF THEM NEW, 


Compiled and written for this Worx. 


ONST ANCY in love, and fincerity in friend- 
ſhip. 
Health in freedom. and content in bondage. 
Succeſs to the lover, and joy to the beloved. 
May the ſingle be marry'd, and the marry'd be happy. 
Succeſs to the falling woman, and the ſtanding man. 
The magic ring. 
May our joy and vigour be united, and both be ex- 
tenſive. 
May our joys with the fair give pleaſure to the 105. 
May our happineſs be ſincere, and our joys be laſting. 
The pleaſures of imagination realiz d. 
Hans Carvell's ring. 
The mother of all ſouls, 
May our pleaſures be boundleſs, while we have time to 


enjoy them. 
* Days 
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Days cf eaſe, and nights of plcaſure. 
The female reaper, that never leaves a handfu! ſtand- 
r | | 
The veniſon feaſt, four haunches well ſpitted. 
Honour and influence to the public - ſpirited patrons of 
trade. 
May power ever continue in the ſriends of Bngland: 


The beggar's bleſſing. 
The love of liberty, and liberty in love. 


The faireſt in Middleſex, and the middle of the fair 


ſex. 
The thatch'd houſe under the hill, 
Life, love and liberty. 
May we never want vigour when we come to a ſhift. 
Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, and life to him 
that has courage to loſe it. | 
Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 
Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a halter, 
Extreme unClion in dyiog virginity, 
Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt, and a 
guinea, 
All our wants and wiſhes. 
Kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom we kiſs, 


Equal joy in a critical minute. 


Succeſs to the lover, honour to the brave, 

Health to the fick, and freedom to the ſlave, 
Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of England. 
May the true lovers of liberty in Eogland be for ever 


united in affection, as they are in intereſt, 
May 
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May he who has neither wife, miſtreſs, or eſtate in 
Enylard, never have any ſhare in the government 
of it, | 

Diſappointment to thoſe who barter the cauſe of their 
countiy for oſtentation or ſordid gain. 

May we always be attached to thoſe who preſerve in 
generous endeavours to promote the welfare of 
their country. | 

The ſteady friends of Britain, 

Diſappointment to thoſe who form expectations of places 
and penſions on the ruin of their country. 

May all thoſe who for ſordid intereſt endeavour to be- 
tray their country, meet the fate of Judas, 

May the enemies of Britain never eat the bread there- 
of, or, if they do, be choaked with the firſt bit. 

A ſpeedy export to all the enemies of England without 
a draw back, | 

May we never want ſpirit and reſolution to defend our 
independency againſt the attacks of ambition, 

May we always deteſt the malice of thoſe, who attempt 
to diſunite the intereſt of our kirg and country, 
which are ever inſeparable. 

The honeſt patriot and unbiaſs'd Briton, 

May we always be able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, who, by 
a ſteady and uniform adherence to their duty, di- 
ſtinguiſh themſelves, 

May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, when en- 
gaged under the banner of juſtice, 


May we always be able to reſiſt the aſſaults of proſpe- 
rity and adverſity. | | 
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May our conſcience be ſound, tho' our fortune be 
rotten, 1 ln 

May temptation never conquer virtue, 

Frugality without meanneſs. 

Mey we be rich in friends, rather than money. 

May we be loved by thoſe whom we love. 

May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 

May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit, rather than 
money. 

May we be ſlaves to nothing but « our duty, and friends 
to nothing but merit. 

May we never ſeek applauſe from party principles, 
but always deſerve it from public ſpicit. | 

May we, as chriſtians, be zealous without uncharita- 
bleneſs ; as ſubjeAs, loyal without ſervility; ; and 
as citivens free without faction. 

May ability for doing good be equalled by jnclication. 

May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune, 

May thoſe who inherit the title of gentlemen by birth 
deſerve it by their lives, 


May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 
May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his dues, or 


a credulous girl out of her virtue, 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflect ion. 
Community, unity, navigation, and trade, 


More friends and leſs need of them. 
May the man we love be honell, and the land we live 


in free. 


May we always have a friend and know his value. 
May 
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May hemp bind him whom honour can't. 
The two flrangers at c—t. (Honour and Honeſty.) 
T'be agreeable rubs of life. | 
The magical monoſy}lable. 
Sweet Briars. 
The road to a chriſtening. 
May we never want a friend, and a botile to give 
him, | 
A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 
The two friends who weep at meeting. 
The key that lets the man in and the maid out. 
The bird in hand, and then in the buſh. 
Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds, 
The harveſl of life, love, wit, and good humour. 
The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt, 
Proviſion to the unprovided. 
May we have in our arms whom we love in our 
hearts. 
The pleaſure of pleaſing. 
The firſt game ever play d at. 
The nice houſe. maid. 
The pleaſure we enjoy face to face. 
Up with the linen, down with the claret. 
Breaſt work. 
May they never want, who have ſpirit to ſpend. 
BuckinGER's boot, (Who had neither legs or arms.) 
What charms, arms, and diſarms. 
May we pleaſe and be Pleaſed. 


The female ceconomiſt. 
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The union of two fond friends. 

A woman's {mall and large beauties, 

Ligonier's livery. 

All true hearts and ſound bottoms. 

Love for love. 

Love, fire, and frolic. 

Your love for mine, and our's for Gar of the company 
Love and opportunity, 

Gaiety and innocence; 

Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes, 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleafure to our taſte, 
Health, joy, and mutual love. | | 


Love without fear, 
And life without care. | 
Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit. 


All that gives you pleaſure, 
Health, love, and ready rino, 
To all that ow and I know. 

May the evening's diverfion bear the morning” s reflec- 
tion. 

May our repreſentatives ſirenuouſly defend what they | 
have wiſely reſolved. . . 

Uaion, ſtability, and fidelity among the ſons of liberty. 


Liberty, property, and no exciſe. 
May all true hearts never want a ſhilling and 2 good 


, bedfellow. 
May all koneſt ſouls find a friend in need. 


Good luck till we are tired of is 
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A cobweb pair of breeches, a porcupine ſaddle, a hard 
trotting: horſe, and a long journey, to the enemies 
of Great Britain, 

May the wings of extravagancy be clipt by the ſhears of 
c2conomy. 

_ Confuſion to thoſe, who, wearing the maſk of patriotiſm, 
pull it off, and deſert the cauſe of liberty in the 
day of trial. 

May genius and merit never want a friend, 

The Ready friends of Britain. 

Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep it. 

May the friends of __ ever have acceſs to the 
throne, | 

That freemen may never more be conſidered as property 
to be led to market, 

May our repreſentatives, like Free-maſons, be elected 
by ballot. 

The lofiog gameſters. 

May he that made the d—l take ns all. 

Horſes ſtrong, foxes plenty; men ſtout, and women 
healthy. 

All that love can give or ſenſibility enjoy. 

May we never ſpeai to deceive, nor liſten to betray, _ 

Always provided nevertheleſs. 

May nothing ever ail us or fail us. 

May the honeſt heart never know. diſtreſs. 

The ladies ſtanding. : 


May we never know ſorrow but by the name; 
Peace 
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Peace and plenty. 

May he that turns his back on his friend fall into the 
hands of his enemy. | 

The mouth that never had the tooth-ach, 


The baſon that lathers two beards, 
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